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HJRT-LEJP WELL. ■ 



Hart-Leap WiU is a small spring vf water, aitutji^e miles 
from Rieimond in Yorkshire, ami near tie side of the road 

which leads from Richmond to Ashrsgg. Its name is derived 
from a remarkable Chaee, the memory rfwiwh isprts§r*9ed 

hy the monuments spoken of in the second Part of the filtowing 

Poem, which monuments do now exist as I have there described 

them. 



The Knight had ridden down £rom Wensley moor 
With the slow motion of a summer's ckmd \ 
He tum*d aside towards a Vassal's door, 
And^ ''Bring another Horse!" he cried aloud. 

'' Another Horse P'— That shout the Vassal heard^ 

'And saddled his best ste^^ a oomdy Grey 5 

Sir Walter mounted him : he was the third 

Which be hadmouated on that glorioas day. 
V0I.U, A 
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Joy sparjkled in die prancing Counier's eyes ; 
The Horse and Horseman are a happy pair> 
But, though Sir Walter like a falcon flies^ 
There is a dokliil silence in the air. 

A rout this morning left Sir Walter's Hall, 
That as they gallop*d made the echoes roar j 
But Horse and Man are vanished, one and all ^ 
Such race, I think, was ncvdr seen before. 

Sir Waker, restless as a veering wind. 
Calls to ^e few tired Dogs that yet remain : 
Brach, Swift aQd Music, noblest of their kind^ 
Follow, and up the weary mountain strain. 

The Knight balloo'd, he chid and cheer*d them on 
With scq>]^ant gestures and upbraidings stem -, 
But bi^ait^ and. eye-sight fali ; and, one by one. 
The Dogs are stretched among the mountain &rn. 
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Where la the throng, the tumnlt of the race? 
The bugles that so joyfully were blown ? 
«— This Chase it looks not like an earthly Chase % 
Sir Walter and the Hart are left alone* 

^ The poor Hart toils along the mountain side ; 
I will not stop to tell how far he fled, • 

Nor win I mention by what death he died ; 
But now the Knight bdbolds him lying dead: 

Dismounting then, he lean'd against a thorn ; 
He had no follower, "Dog, nor Man> nor Boy : 
;He neither smak'd his whip^ nor blew his horUj 
But gaz'd upon the spoil with silept joy* 

Close to the thorn on which Sir Walter lean*d^ 
Stood his dumb partner in this glorious act ; 
* Weak as a lanib the hour that it is yean'd> 
And ibaming like a mountain cataract* 



Upon his side the Hari was lying stretched : 
His nose half-toach'd a spring beneath a hill, 
And with the last deep groan his breath had fetched 
The waters of the spring were trembling still. ^ 

And now> too happy for repose or rest, 

^Was never man in such a joyful case !) 

Sir Walter walk*d all round, north, south, and west. 

And gaz*d, and gaz'd upon that darling pboe. 

And dimbing up the hill— (it was at least 
Nine roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter found 
Hiree. several hoof-nuurks which the hunted Beast 
Had left imprinted on the verdant ground. 

Sir Walter wiped his face, and cried, " Till now 
Such sight was never seen by living ejes : 
Three leaps have borne him from this lofty brow, 

'' Down to the veiy fountain where he lies. 
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I'll build a neasufe-hcmse upon Has spot^ 
And a small Arbour^ made for rural joy ; 
Twill be the Traveller's shed, the Pilgrim's cot> 
A place c^ love for Damsels that are coy. 



'^ A cunning Artist will I have to frame 

'^ A bason for that Fountain in the dell y 

*' And they, who do make mention of the same, 

^' From this day forth, shall call it Habt-lsap Well. 

** And, gallant brute ! to make thy praises known, 
^* Another monument shall here be raised > 
*' Three several Pillars, each a rough hewn Stone, 
*' And planted where thy hoofs the turf have graz'd« 

" And in the summer-time when days are long,. 
*' I will come hither with my Paramour j 
*' And with the Dancers, and the Minstrel's song, 
" We will makQ merry in that pleasant Bower.. 



'' Till the fcmndations of the mountains fail 
*^ My Mansion with its Arbour shall endure 5 
'' —The joy of them who till the fields of Swale, 
" And them who dwell among the woods of Ure I'* 

Then home he went, and left the Hart, stone-dead. 
With breathless nostrils stretch'd above Ac- the spring. 
And soon the Knight performed what be had said. 
The fame whereof through many a land did ring. 

Ere thrice tbe moon into her port had steer'd, 
A Cup of Stone receiv'd the living WeU j 
Three Pillars of rudie stone Sir Walter rear*d. 
And built a House of Pleasure in the dell. 

And nfea* -the fountain, flowers of stature tall 
With trailing plants and trees were intertwin'd. 
Which soon composed a little sylvan Hall, 
A leafy shelter from tlie sun and wind. 
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And thither^ when the summer days were long. 
Sir Walter joumey'd with his Paramour 5 
And with the Dancers and the Minstrel's song 
Made merriment within that pleasant Bower. 

The Knight^ Sir Walter^ died in .course of time, 
And his hones lie in his paternal vale.— 
But there is a matter for a second rhyme^ 
And I to this would add another taku 
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PART SECOND, 



The moving aoeident is not my trade : 
To freeze the blood I have no ready arts : 
'Tis my delight^ alone in summer shade^ 
To pipe a simple song to thinking hearts. 

As I from Hawes to Richmond did repair^ 
It chanc'd that I saw standing in a Dell 
Three Aspins at three comers of a square^ 
And one, not four yards distant, near a Well. 

What this imported I could ill divine : 
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop, 
I saw three Pillars standing in a line. 
The last Stone Pillar on a dark hill-top. 
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The Trees were grey, with neither anna nor head ^ 
Half-wasted the square Mound of tawnj green ; 
So that you just might say^ as then I said, 
*' Here in old time the hand of man has been/* 

I Iook*d upon the hiUa both far and near. 
More doleful place did never eye survey y 
It seem*d as if the spring-time came not here^ 
And Nature here were willing to decay. 

I stood in various thoughts and fancies lost. 
When one, who was in Shepherd's garb attir'd. 
Came up the Hollow. Him did I accost. 
And what this place might be I then inquired. 

The Shepherd stopp'd, and that same story told 
Which in my former rhyme I have rehears*d. 

A joDy place," said he, '* in times of old ! 

But something ails it now y the spot is curs'd^ 
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*' You sec these lifeless Stumps of aspin wood, 
^* Soma say that tfaej are beeches, others elms-— 
*' These were the Bower 3 and here a Mansion stood^ 
'^ The £ne8t palace of a hundred realms ! ^ 

'* The Arbour does its own condition tell 5 
*^ You see the Stones, the Fountain, and the Stream, 
^' But as to the great Lodge ! you might as well 
" Hunt half a day for a forgotten dream. 
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There's neither dog nor heifer, horse nor sheep. 
Will wet his lips within that Cup of Stone 5 
And, oftentimes, when all are fast asleep. 
This water doth send forth -a dolorous groan. 



^^ Some say that here a murder has been done, 
*' And blood cries out for blood : but, for my part, 
*' I've guess'd, when I*v^ been sitting in the sun, 
*' That it was all for that unhappy Hart. 
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What thoughts must thnmgh the creature's brain hate 
pass*d ! 

*' From the stone upon the summit of the steep 

''Are but three bounds— and look^ Sir^ at this last«- 

*' — O Master ! it has been a cruel leap. 

^* For thirteen hours he ran a desperate race; 

*' And in my simple mind we cannot teU 

''^ What cause the Hart might have to love this place, 

*^ And come and make his death-bed near the Well. 
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Here on the gprass perhaps agleep he sank^ 
Lulled by this Fountain in the summer-tide ; 
Hiis water was perhaps the first he drank 
** When he had wandered from his mother's side. 

*^ In April here beneath the scented thorn 
'^ He heard the birds their morning carols sing \ 
'" And he, perhaps, for aught we know, wais born 
*' Not half a furlong from that self-same spring. 
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'^ But now here*s neither grass nor pleasant shade ;. 

'^ The sun on drearier Hollow never shone: 

*' So will it be, as I have often said, 

''"Till Trees^ and Stones, and Fountain all are gone," 

'^ Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well j 
" Small difference Kes between thy creed and mine : 
'^ This Beast not unobserv'd ^ Nature fell f 
'^ His death was moum'd by sympathy divioe^ 

*' The Being, that is in the clouds and air, 

'^ That is in the green leaves among the groves, 

** Maintains a deep and reverential care 

" For them the quiet creatures whom he loves. 

*^ The Pleasure-house is dust : — ^behind, before, 
*' This is no common waste, no common gloom -, 
'^ But Nature, in due course of time, once more 
' Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom. 
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She leaves these objects to a slow decay^ 

That what we are> and have beeo^ may be known 3 

But, at the coining of the nulder day. 

These monuments shall all be ovei^own. 
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One lesson, Shefkherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by what she shews, and what conceals^ 
** Never 40 blend our pleasure or our pride 
^ With sorrow of the meanest thing that &els. 
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There was a Boy, ye knew him wdl, ye Cliffs 
. And Islands of Wkumdcr ! maay a tune^ 
At evening, when the stars had just begun 
To move along the edges c^ the hills^ 
Rising or setting, would he stand alone. 
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake ; 
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm and to his mouth 
Uplifled, he, as through an instrument. 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls 
That they might answer him. — And they would shout 
Across the wat'ry vale and shout again 
Responsive to his call, with quivering peals. 
And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud 
Redoubled and redoubled ; a wild scene 



15 

Of mirth and jocund din ! And^ when it chanced 

That pauses of deep silence mock*d his skilly 

Then^ sometimes^ in that silence^ while he hung 

Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 

Has carried far into his heart the voice 

Of mountain torrents 5 or the visible scene 

Would, enter unawares into his mind 

With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received 

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

Fair are the woods, and beauteous is the spot. 
The vale where he was bom : the Church-yard hangs 
Upon a slope above the village School, 
And there, along that bank, when I have pass'd 
At evening, I believe, that near his grave 
A full half-hour together I have stood 
Mut e - " for he died when he was ten years old. 
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The BROTHERS* 



** These Tourists^ Heaven preserve us ! needs must live 
A profitable life : some glance along. 
Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air. 
And they were butterflies to whed about 
Long as thdr summer lasted : some, as wise. 
Upon the forehead of a jutting crag. 
Sit perdi*d with book and pencil on their knee> 

'' And look and scribble, scribble on and look^ 

** Until a man might travel twelve stout miles, 

'' Or reap an acre of his neighbour's com. 



<i 



* This Poem was intended to be the concluding poem of a series 
of pastorals, the scene of which was laid amonf^ the mountains 
of Cumberland and Westmoreland. I mention this to apologise 
te the abruptness with which the poem begins. 
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But^ for that moping Son of Idleness^ 
Why can he tamryyonJer ^— In our church-yard 
*' Is neither epitaph oor moxiooient^ 
'' Tomb-stone nor name — only the turf we tread^ 
'^ And a few natural ^¥e«.*' To Jane, his Wifejj 
Thus spake the homely Priest of Ennerdale. 
It vna a 3xAy evening $ and he sate 
Upon the long «tone-seat bencadi the eaves 
Of his old cottage, as it chanced, that day. 
Employed in winter** work. Upon the stone 
His wife sate near him, teasing matted wool. 
While, from the twin cards tooth*d with glittering wire^ 
He led the spindle of his youngest Child, 
Who tura'd her large round wheel in the open air 
With back and forward steps. Towards the field 
In which the Parifh Chapel stood alone. 
Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall, 

, While h^ an hpur went by^ the Priest had sent 

' Many a long look of wonder, and at last. 
Risen from his seat^ beside the snow-white ridge 
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Of carded wool whkh die old man had 

He laid his impleitieiiN with gsn^e caw, . • 

Each in the other l6clc*d$ andv dowia the parth. 

AVhich from hi» cottage to the dii»ch*yard led^ 

He took his wagr^ iaopotieiit ti> aosost 

The Stnmger, ^om he saw still lingeFitigt^e. 

*Twas one wdl known to him in fonaer dajts^ 
A Shepherd-lad : who ere his thirteenth }tear 
Had dasaa^*d his eaMing, with the. mariners 
A feUow-mariner^ saxd so had fared' 
Through twent^r seasons -, but he had been reared 
Among the mountains, and he in his heart 
Was half a Shepherd on the stormy seas. 
Ofl in the piping shrouds had Leonard heard 
The tones of water£aUs> add inland sounds^ 
Of caves and trees :— and^ when the regular wind 
Between the tropics fill'd die steady sail. 
And blew with the same breath through days and weeks^ 
Lengthening invisibly its we^uy line 
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Along the cloadless Main^ he, in those hours 

Of tiiiesome indoleDce, would often hang 

Over the vessel's side, ^id gaze and gaze. 

And, while the broad green wave and sparkling foam^ 

Flash'd round him images and hues, that wrought 

In union with the employment of his hearty 

He, thus by feverish passion overcome^ 

Even w^th the organs of his bodily eye. 

Below him, in the bosom of the deep. 

Saw mountains, saw the forms of sheep that graz'd 

On verdant hills, with dwellings among trees. 

And Shepherds clad in the same country grey 

Which he himself had worn.* 

And now at length 
From perils manifold, with some small wealth 
Acquired by traffic in the Indian Isles, 
To his paternal home he is retum*d. 



* This description of the Calenture is sketched from an imper- 
fect recollection of an admirable one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, 
Author of the Hurricane. 
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With a detenain^d pnvpose to resmne 

The life which he liv'd therej hoth for the sake 

Of many darling pleasures^ and the Iotq 

Which to an only bxother he has borne 

In all his hardships, since that happy time 

When, whether it blew foul or fair, they two 

Were brother Shepherds on their native hiUsv 

They were the last of all their race : and now 

When Leonard had approach*d his home, his heart 
Failed ia him; and, not venturing to inquire 
Tidings of one whom he sa dearly lov*d,. 
Towards the chiurch-yard he had tum*d aside,. 
Ihat,, as he knew in what particular spot 
His family were kid, he thence mighb learn 
If still his Brother Ev'd, or to the file 
Another grave was added.-— He had found 
Another grave, near which a ftUl half hour 
He had iiemain*d ; but, as he gaz*d, there grew 
Such a confusion in his memory. 
That he began to doubt,^ and he had hopes. 
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Hiat he had seen this hesp of turf betee^ 

That it was not anodier g^n^ but one^ 

He had forgotten. He had kct his path. 

As up the vale he came that afternobn^ 

Ihrough fields which once had been well known to him^ 

And Oh ! what joy the recollection now 

Sent to lus heart ! he lifted up his efes^ 

And looking nmnd he thon^t that he peroeiv'd 

Strange alteration wrought on eveiy side 

Among the wpods aqd fields, and that the rocks> 

And the eternal hills, tibemselves were changed. 

By this the Priest who down the fidd had oome 
Unseen by Leonard, at the chureh-yard gate 
Stopped short, and thence, at leisure, limb by limb 
He scann*d hhn with a gay complacen^. 
Aye, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself, 
'Tis one of |hose who needs must leave the path 
Of the world's business to go wild abne : 
His arms have 9 perpetual holiday; 
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The hsppy Man will creep about the fields 

Folkfwiog his &ncies by the honr, to bdng 

Tears down his cheeks^ or SQlitary smiles 

Into his face, uatil the setting sun 

Write Fool upon his ibrehead^ Planted thus 

Beneath a shed that ovaarch*d the gate 

Of thb rude church-)rard, UU the stars a]^)ear*d 

The good man might have commun*d with himsdf 

But that the stranger, who had left the grave, 

Approach'd; he recognized the Priest at once. 

And, after greetings interchanged, and given 

By Leonard to the Vicar as to one 

Unknown to hun, this <lialogue ensued. 

LEONARD. 
You live, Sir^ in these dales, a quiet life : 
Your years make up one peaceful family ; 
And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come 
And welcome gone, they are so like each other. 
They cannot be remember*d. Scarce a funeral 
Comes to this church'*yard once in eighteen months $ 
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And yet, sone changes most take place among- you r 

And you, who dwell here, even among these rocks 

Can trace the finger of mortality. 

And see, that with our threescore years and ten 

We are not aU that perish.——*! remember. 

For many years ago I passed this road. 

There was a foot-way all along the fields 

By the brook-side — ^*tis gone— and that dark clefi:! 

To me it does not seem to wear the face 

Which then it had. 

PRIEST. 

Why, Sir, £or aaght I know,. 
That chasm is much the same-~ 

LEONARD. 

But, snrdy, yonder— 
PRIEST. 
Aye, there indeed, your memory is a friend- 
That does not play you false.*-On that tail pike^ 
(It is the Icmeliest place of all these hills) 
There were two Springs which bubbled side by side,. 
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As iftbfjhad been made tbat tbey might be 
CompanioiM 6x each other : ten yean back> 
Clofic to tfaoae brother fountains, the huge crag 
Was rent with lightning— one is dead and gone, 
Tlie other, left behind, is flowing still.—* 
FcNT accidents and changes such as these. 
Why we haye store of them ! a water-spout 
Will bring down half a mountain -, what a feast 
For folks that wander up and down like you 
To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One roaring cataract !— a sharp May storm 
Will come with loads of January snow. 
And in one night send twenty score of sheep 
To feed the ravens ; or a Shepherd dies 
By some untoward death among the rocks : 
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge— 
A wood is ^'d : — and then for our own homes ! 
A Child is bom or christen'd, a Field ploughed, 
A Daughter sent to service, a Web spun. 
The old Hgose-clock is deck'd with a new &ce ^ 
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And hence^ sofiar from vna^mg hcis or dalet 

To chronidie the ttme, wtzJl kave 6«pe 

A pair of (fiaries^ one serriag, &r. 

For the whole dak^ and one for eachi £re^dis<«» 

Youths was a stranger's judgment : lor I&toriaa^ 

Commend me to these vaQies. 

LEONARI>. 

Yet yottrGhurch-yard 
Seems, if such freedom TDsy be used with you<^ 
To say that you are heedless of the past. 
An orphan could not find his mother's graee : 
Here's neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass. 
Cross-bones or skull, type df our earthly state 
Or emblem of our hopes : the dead man's home 
Is but a fellow to that pasture-field. 

PRIEST. 
Why there. Sir, is a thought that's new t<t me. 
The Stone-cutters, 'tis true, might beg their bread 
If eveiy English Church-yard were like ours : 
Yet yoor conclusion wanders from the truths 
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We have no seed of Dames and «pita|)ktf $ 

We talk about die dead by our fire-sktes^ 

And then^ for our immortal part I ive want 

No symbols^ Sir, to tell us that plain tale : 

The thought of death sits easy on the man 

Who has been bom and dies among the mountains* 

LEONARD. 
Your Dalesmen, then, do in each other*s thoughts 
Possess a kind of second life : no doubt 
You, Sir, could help me to the history 
Of half these Graves ? 

PRIEST. 

For eight-6C(»:e winters past^ 
With what IVe witnessed, and with what I've hofurd^ 
Perhaps I might } and, on a winter's evening. 
If you were seated at my chimney's nook. 
By turning o'er these hillocks one by one 
We two could travel. Sir, through a strange round. 
Yet all in the broad high-way of the world. 
Now there's a grave — ^your foot b half updu it. 
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It looks just like the rest ; and yet that Man 
Died broken-hearted. 

LEONARD. 

*Tls a conunoo caae> 
We.'ll take another : who is he that lies 
Beneath yon ridge^ the last of those three graves ;•— * 
It touches on that piece of native rock 
Xeft in the church-yard wall. 

PRIEST. 

That's Walter Ewbank. 
He had as white a head and fresh a cheek 
As ever were produced by youth and age 
'Engendering in the blood of hale fourscore. 
For five long generations had the heart 
Of Walter's forefathers o'erflow'd the bounds 
Of their inheritance, that single cottage, 
—You see it yonder ! and those few green fields. 
They toil'd and wrought, and still, from Sire to Son^ 
Each struggled^ and each yielded as before 
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A Utde— jet a little— and old Walter> 

Th^ left to him the £unily heart, and land 

With other burthens than the crop it bore. 

Year after year the €M man stiU kept up 

A chearftd mind, and bufTetted with bond. 

Interest and mortgages } at last he sank. 

And went into his grave before his time. 

Poor Walter ! whether it was care that sparred him 

God only knows, but to the ve^ last 

He had the li|^itest foot in Ennerdale : 

His pace was never that of an dd man : 

I almost see him tripping down the path 

With his two Grandsons after him— bat You, 

Unless oar Landlord be yoar host to-n%ht. 

Have hr to travel, and in these rough paths 

Even in the longest day of midsummer*-^ 

LEONARD* 
But these two Orphansi 

PRIEST. 

Orphans ! such they 
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Yet not while Walter liv'd— for, thciigh tbdr Paiehte 

Lay buried side hy side as wm diey lie. 

The old Man w^ a £rther to the bojs. 

Two fathers in one &ther : and if tears. 

Shed when he talked of them where they were mai. 

And hauntings &om the uificmity of love. 

Are aught of what makes up a aiother*s heart. 

This dd'Man ia the day of his old age 

Was half a mother to them,— »If you we<^. Sir, 

To hear a Stranger talking abaat Strangers, 

Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred! 

Aye. Ypu may turn that way-— it is a grave 

Which will bear k)oking at. 

LEONARD. 

These Boys— I hope 
They lov'd this good old Man — 

PRIEST. . 

They did — ^and truly i 
But that was what we almost overlooked. 
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They were such darlings of each other. For 

Though from their cradles they had liv*d with Walter, 

The oply Kinsman near them in the hause^ 

Yet he heing old^ they had much love to spare^ 

And it all went into each other's hearts. 

Leonard^ the elder by just eighteen months^ 

Was two years taller : 'twas a joy to see. 

To hear, to meet them ! from their house the School 

Was distant three short miles — ^and in the time 

Of storm and thaw, when every water-course 

And unbridg'd stream, such as you may have notic'd 

Crossing our roads at every hundred steps. 

Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 

Would Leonard then, when elder boyn perhaps 

Hemain'd at home, go staggering through the forda 

Bearing Jiis Brother on his back. — I've seen him^ 

On windy days, in one of those stray brooks. 

Aye, more than once I've seen him mid-leg deep. 

Their two books lying both on a dry stone 

Upon the hither side ; and once I said. 
Vol n. C 
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As I remember^ lookiiiig roand tliese rocks 
Aod liiUs on which we all of ud were bom^ 
That God who made the great book of the world 
Would bless such piety-^ 

LEONARD. 

It may be then— 
PRIEST. 

Never did worthier lads break English bread! 
The £nest Sunday that the Autumn saw. 
With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts. 
Could never keep these boys away from church. 
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach. 
Leonard and James ! I warrant, every corner 
Among these rocks and every hollow place 
Where foot could come, to one or both of them 
Was known as well as to the flowers that grow there. 
Like Eoe>bucks they went bounding o'er the hills : 
They play'd like twa young Ravens on the crags : 
Then they could write, aye and speak too, as well 
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As many of their betters— and for Leonard f 
TTie very night before he went away. 
In my own house I put into> his hand 
A Bible, and I'd wager twenty pounds. 
That, if he is alive, he has it yet. 

LEONARD, 

it seems, these Brothers have not Uv*d to be 
A comfort to each other.—- 

PRIEST. 

That they might 
Live to that end, is what both old and young 
In this our valley all of us have wish'd. 
And what, for my part, I have often pray*d ; 
But Leonard— 

LEONARD. 

Then James still is left among you ! 

PRIEST. 
Tis of the elder Brother I am speaking: 



They had an Uncle, he was at that time 

A thriving man, and traffick'd on the seas : 

And, but for this same Uncle, to this hour 

Leonard had never handled rope our shroud. 

For the Boy lov'd the life which wc lead here; 

And, though a veiy Stripling, twdve years old. 

His soul was knit to this his native soil. 

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak 

To strive with such a torrent ;■ when he died. 

Hie Estate and House were sold, and all their Sheep, 

A pretty £ock, and which for aught I know. 

Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years. 

Well— all was gone, and they were destitnte. 

And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother's sake, 

Resolv'd to try his fortune on the seas. 

'Tis now twelve years since we had tidings from him. 

If there was one among ua who had heard 

That Laonard Ewbank was come home agaitt. 
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From the grc^t Gavel*^ down by Leeza*s Basks, 
And down the £nna, far as £gremont. 
The day would be a very festival. 
And those two bells of ours, which there you see 
Hanging in the open air — but, O good Sir ! 
This is sad talk — they'll never sound for him 
Living or dead — When last we heard of him 
He was in slavery among the Moors 
Upon the Barbary. Coast — TVas not a little 
That would bring down his spirit, and, no doubt. 
Before it ended in his death, the Lad 



* The Great Gave), so called, I imagine, from its resemblance 
to the Gable end of a house,^ is one of the highest of the Cum- 
berland mountains. It stands at the head of the several vales of 
Ennerdale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. 

^ The Leeza is a river which flows int» the Lake of Enner- 

dale : on issuing from the Lake, it changes its name, and is 
called the End, Eyne, or Eimav k falls into the sea a little be- 
low Egremonc 
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Was saffly cross'd — ^Poor Leonard! when wepai^ted. 
He took me by the hand and said to me^ 
If ever the day came when he was rich. 
He would return^ and on his Father's Land 
He would grow old among us. 

LEONARD. 

If that day 
Should come, ^twould needs be a glad day for him | 
He would himself^ no doubt, be happy then 
As any that should meet him — 

PRIEST. 

Happy! Sir— 

LEONARD. 

You said his kindred all were in dieir graven. 
And that he had one Brother — 

PRIEST. 

That is but 



^ •■•■•■* ..... .■->-.. • •^.j^t^.t^. 



A fellow tale of sonow. Ikom hit jouth 

James, dioiigh not sicklf, yet vns delicate. 

And Leonard being always by his side 

Had done so many offices abont him. 

That, diough he was not of a timid nature. 

Yet still the spirit of a Mountain Boy 

In him was somewhat checked ; and, when his Brother 

Was gone to sea and he was left alone, 

The little colour that he had was soon 

Stolen from his cheek, he droop*d, and pin*d and pin*d-^ 

LEONARD. 

But these are all the graves of full grown men ! 

PRIEST. 

Aye^ Sir, that passed away : we took him to as. 
He was the Child of all the dale— -he liv*d 
Three months with one, and six months with another ; 
And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor love : 
And many> many happy days were his* 
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But, whether blithe or sad, 'tis my belief 
ms absent Brother still was at his heart. 
And, when he liv'd beoeatb our roof, we found 
(A practice till this time unknown to faim) 
That of^, rising Iroiii his bed at night. 
He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping 
.He sought his Brother Letxiacd — You are mov'd! 
Forgive me. Sir : before I spoke to you, 
I judg'd you most unkindly. 

LEONARD. 

But this Youth, 
How did he die at last } 

PRIEST. 

One Bweet May morning. 
It will be twelve years since, when Spring returns. 
Me had gone forth among the new-dropp'd lambs, 
With two or three Companions whom it chanc'd 
Some further business gummoo'd to a house 
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'Which stands at the Dale-head. James, tix^d peibapt^ 
Or from some other cause, remained helund. 
You see yon Precipice— it abnost looks 
Like some vast building made of many crags ; 
And in the midst is one particular rock 
That rises like a column from the vale. 
Whence by our Shepherds it is callM, the Pillar. 
James^ pointed to its summit^ over which 
They all had purpos'd to return together, 
*• And told them that he there would wait for them : 
They parted, and his Comrades pass'd that way 
Some two hours after, but they did not find him 
Upon the Pillar — at the appointed place. 
Of this they took no heed : but one of them^ 
Going by chance, at night, into the house 
Which at that time was James's home, there* leam'd ^ 
That nobody had seen him all that day : 
The morning came, and still, he was unheard of: 
The ndghbours were alarm'd^ and to the Brook * 
Some went^ and some towards tlie Lake ; ere noon 
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They found him at the foot of daat same Rock-» 
Dead> and with mangled Itmbs^ The third day 
I buried him^ poor Lad> and there he lies« 

LEONARD, 

And that then is his grave !•— Before his death 
You said that he saw many happy years } 

PRIEST, 
Aye^ that he did-^ 

LEONARD, 
And all went well with him-— 

PRIEST. 
If he had one^ the Lad had twenty homes, 

LEONARD. 
And you believe then^ that his mind was ^sy— 
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PRIEST, 
Yes^ long before he died^ he found that time 
Is a true friend to sorrow 3 and unless 
His thoughts were tam*d on Leonard's luckless fortune^ 
He talked about him with a chearful love, 

LEONARD. 
He could not come to an unhallowed end ! 

PRIEST. 

J^ay^ God forbid ! You recollect I mentioned 

A habit which disquietude and grief 

Had brought upon him ; and we all conjectured 

That> as the day was warm, he had lain down 

Upon the grass, and, waiting for his comrades 

He there had fallen asleep ; that in his sleep 

He to the margin of the precipice 

Had walk'd, and from the summit had &Uen head-long. 

And so no doubt he perish'd : at the time. 

We guess, that in his hands he must have had 
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His Shepherd^ staiFj for midway in the cliiF, 
It had been caught $ aod there for many years 
It hung--end mouldered there^ 

i 

The Priest here ended—* 
The Stranger would have thank*d him, but he felt 
Tears rushing in j both left the spot in silence. 
And Leonard, when they reached the church-yard gate. 
As the Priest lifted up the latch, tum*d round. 
And, looking at the grave, he said, " My Brother J* 
Tlie Vicar did not hear the words : and now. 
Pointing towards the Cottage, he entreated 
That Leonard viould partake his homely fare : 
The other thank'd him with a fervent voice. 
But added, that, the evening being calm, 
He would pursue his journey. So they parted. 

It was not long ere Leonard reached a grove 
That overhung the road : he there stopped shorty 
And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed 
All that the Priest had said : his early years 
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^Were with Lim in his heart : his cherisli*d hopes, 
^nd thoughts which had been his an hour before^ 
All pressed on him with sach a weight, that now, 
T'liis vale, where he had been so happy, seem'd 
A place in whlcli he could not hear to live : 
So he relinquish*d all his purposes. 
He travelled on to Egremont : and thence, 
lliat night, he wrote a letter to the Priest 
Reminding him of wh^t had passed between them 3 
And adding, with a hope to be forgiven. 
That it was from the weakness of his heart. 
He had not dared to tell him who he was. 

■ 

This done, he went on shipboard, and is now 
A Seaman^ a grey headed Mariner. 
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ELLEN IRWIN, 

Or thi BRAES of KIRTLE* 



Fair Ellen Irwin, when she sate 
Upon tlie Braes of Kirtle, 
\Vas lovely as a Grecian Maid 
Adorn'd with wreaths of myrtle. 
Young Adam Bruce beside her lay j 
And there did they beguile the day 
With love and gentle speeches. 
Beneath the budding beeches. 



« The Kirtle is a River in the Southern part of Scotland^ 
on whose banks the events here related took place. 
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From vasaij Knights and many Squires 
The Bruce had been selected j 
And Gordon^ £urest of them all^ 
By Ellen was rejected. 
Sad tidings to that noble Youth ! 
For it may be proclaimed with truth. 
If Brace hath lov*d sincerely. 
The Gordon loves as dearly. 



But what is Gordon's beauteous face I 
And what are Gordon's crosses 
To them who sit by Kirtle's Braes 
Upon the verdant mosses ? 
Alas that ever he was bom ! 
The Gordon^ couch'd behind a thorn. 
Sees them and their caressing. 
Beholds them bless'd and blessing. 
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Proud GotAon cannot bear tlie thoughta 
That through bis brain are travelling. 
And, starting up, to Brace's lieart 
He launch'd a deadly jav'l in ! 
Fair Ellen saw it when it came. 
And, steppng forth to meet the same, 
Did with her body cover' 
The Youth her chosen lover. 



And, faDing into Brace's arms. 
Thus died the beauteous Ellen, 
Thus from the heart of her trae-Iovc 
The mortal spear repelling. 
And fimce, as goon as he had slain 
The Gordon, sail'd away to Spain ; 
And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish Crescent. 
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But many days^ and many months. 
And many years ensuing^ 
This wretched Knight did vainly seek 
The death that he was wooing : 
And coming back across the wave. 
Without a groan on Ellen's grave 
His body he extended. 
And there his sorrow ended. 



Now ye, who willingly have heard 
The tale I have been telling. 
May in Kirkonnel church-yard view 
The grave of lovely Ellen : 
By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid) 
And, for the stone upon his head. 
May no rude hand deface it. 
And its forlorn Hic jacet. 

Vol. IL D 



strange fits of passion I liaTC known: 
And I will daie to tell, 
But in the Lorer's ear alone. 
What once to me befel. 

When she I lov'd, was strong and gay 
And like a rose in June, 
J to her cottage bent my way, 
Beneath the evening Moon. 

ITpoD the Moon I fix'd my eye. 

All over the wide lea : 

My Horse tnu^'d on — and wc drew nigt 

Tttose paths so dear to me. 
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And now we reached the orcihardplot) 
And, as we climb'd the hill. 
Towards the roof of Luqr's cot 
The Moon descended still. 

In one of those sweet dreams I slept, 
Xind Nature's gentiest boon ! 
And, all the whilc,-my eyes I kept 
On the descending Moon. 

My Horse mov'd on^ ho<tf after hoof 
He rais'd, and never stopp'd : 
When down behind &e cottage roof 
At once the Planet dropp'd. 

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide 
Into a Lorcr*8 head— • 

O mercy !" to myself I cried. 
If Lucy should be dead r* 
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She dwelt among th' untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove^ 
A Maid whom there were none to praise> 

A very few to love. 

A Violet by a mossy stone^ 

Half-hidden from the Eye I 
—Fair as a star^ when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She Hy*d unknown^ and few could know 

When Lucy ceas*d to be j 
But she is in her Qrave^ and Oh ! 

The difference to me. 
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A slumber did my spirit seal j 

I had no human fears: 
She seem*d a thing tliat could not feel 

The touch of earthly years. 



.No motion has she now^ no force ; 

She neither hears nor sees^ 
Jloll*d round in earth's diurnal course 

With rocks and stones and trees ! 
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WJTERFJLI. 

AND 

The EGLANTINE. 



*' Begone^ thou fond prestimptaous £lf^ 
£xclmm*d a thundering Voice^ 
" Nor dare to thrust thy fooolish self 
*' Between me and my choice I** 
A falling Water swoln with snows 
Thus spake to a poor Briar-rose^ 
That, all bespattered with his foam. 
And dancing high, and dancing low. 
Was living, as a child might know> 
In an unhappy home» 
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^* DoBt thoa presume my ccnine to block ? 
" Off, off! or, puny Thing ! 
** ril hurl thee headlong vnrh the rock 
'* To which thy fibres ding." 
The Flood was tyrannous and strong 3 
The patient Briar suffered long. 
Nor did he utter groan or sigh. 
Hoping the dai^er would be pass'd : 
But seeing no relief, at last 
He ventured to reply. 

f' Ah !'* said the Briar, '' Blame me not! 

" Why should we dwell in strife ? 

'^ We who in this, our natal spot, 

" Once liv*d a happy life ! 

'^ You stirr'd me on my rocky bed — 

'' What pleasure thro' my veins you spread ! 
The Summer l(Mig from day to day 
My leaves you freshened and bedew'd > 
Nor was it common gratitude 

'^ That did your cares repay. 
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** When Spring came on with bnd and bdly 
Among these rocks did I 
Before you hang my wreath to tell 
That gentle days were nigh ! 
*' And in the sultry summer hours 
** I shelter'd you with leaves and flowers \ 
** And in my leaves^ now shed and gone, 
'' The Linnet lodg*d^ and for us two . 
** Chaunted his pretty «ohg8, when You 
** Had little voice or none. 

** But now proud thoughts are in your breast- 
*' What grief is mine you see. 
*' Ah ! would you think; ev'n yet how blest 
" Together we might be ! 
" Though of both leaf and flower bereft, 
^ Some ornaments to me are left— 
** Rich store of -scarlet hips is mine, 
'' With which I jn my humble way 
^' Would deck you many a winter's day, 
A happy Eglantine !*' 
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'What tDote he said^ I cannot teU. 
^he stream came thundering down the deB, 
And gallop*d loud and fast 5 
I listen*d, nor aught else could hear^ 
The Briar quak*d — and much I fear, 
TThose accents were his last 
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The OAK and the BROOM, 



A PASTORAL. 



His simple truths did Andrew glean 

Beside the babbling rills ; 

A careful student he had been 

Among the woods and hills. 

One winter's night, when through the Trees 

The wind was thundering^ on his knees 

His youngest bom did Andrew hold: 

And while the rest, a ruddy quire. 

Were seated round their blazing fire> 

This Tale the Shepherd told. 
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I saw a crag; a lofty stoqe 

As ever tempest beat i 

Out of its head an Oak had growny 

A Broom out of its feet. 

The time was March, a chearful noon—* 

The thaw-wind wkh the breath of June 

Breath*d gentl]r from the warm Soath-weit ; 

lA^heo, in a voice sedate with age. 

This Qak, half giant and half sage. 

His neighbour thus addressed. 

'^ Eight weary weeks, through rock and clay,. 

'' Along this mountain*s edge 

*' The Frost hath wrought both night and day, 
Wedge driving after wedge. 
Look up ! aftd think, above your head 
What trouble surely will be bred ; 

'' Last night I heard a crash — 'tis true, 

*' The i^Mnters took another road— » 
; ^f I see them yonder — what a load 

'' For such a Thing aft yottl . 
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"^ Yen are preparii^ as befone 
"' To deck your slender shape ; 

And yet, just three years back — no more— 

You had a strange escape. 
^* Down from yon Cli^Ta fragment broke, 
" It came, you know, with fire and smoke 
'' And hithenvard it bent its way. 
'^ This pond*rous Block was caught by me> 
^^ And o'er your head, as you may see, 
*^ Tis hanging to this day 4 

" The Thing had better been asleep. 

Whatever thing it were. 

Or Breeze, or Bird, or Dog, or Sheep, 

That first did plant you there. 
" For you and your green twigs decoy 
*' The little witless Shepherd-boy 
** To come and slumber in your bower ; 
^' And, trust me, on some sultiy noon, 
" Both you and he. Heaven knows how soon ! 
^' Will perish in one hour« 
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** From me this friendly warning take**««» 

—The Broom began to doze^ 

And thus to keep herself awake 

Did gently interpose. 

*' My thanks for your discourse are due i 

*' That it is true, and more than true, 
I knpw and I have known it long; 
Frail is the bond> by which we hold 
Oqr being, be we young or old> 

** Wise, foolish, weak or strong* 

** Disasters, do the best we can, 
*' Will reach both great and small > 
" And he is oftt the wisest man,, 
'^ Who is not wise at all. 

For me, why should I wish to roam ^ 

This spot is my paternal home. 

It is my pleasant Heritage 5 
" My Father many a happy year 

Hetre spread his careless blossoms, hei^ 

Attain'd a good old age. 
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'^ Eren m&i sis bis mny be mj k)t> 

*' What cause have I to haunt 

'' My heart with terrort? Am I not 

'^ In truth a favor*d plallt ! 
The^prkig fer me a garland weaves 
Of jreUow/fiowers and verdant leaves ^ 

'' Aod^ wiien the Frost is in the sky. 
My branches aite so fresh and gay 
That Yqu might look at me and say, 

'^ This Plant can never die. 

"^ Uie Butteifly> aH green and gold, 

** To me hath oftei^ flown, 

** Here in my Blossoms to behold 

"Wings lovely as his own. 

When grass is chill with rain or dew, 
'' Beneath my shade the mother Ewe 
" Lies with her infant Lamb ; I see 
" The love they to each other make, 
^' And the sweet joy, which they partakcj 
*' It is a joy to me*" 
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Her voice was blithe^ her heart was light } 
The Broom might have pursued 
Her speech^ until the stars of night 
Their journey had renew'd. 
But in the branches of the Oak 
Two Ravens now began to croak 
Their nuptial song|, a gladsome air 5 
And to her own green bower the breeze 
That instant brought two strippling Be^ 
To feed and murmur there. 

One night the Wind came from the North 

And blew a furious blast 5 

At break of day I ventur'd forth 

And near the Cliff I pass'd. 

The storm had fallen upon the Oak 

And struck him with a mighty stroke^ 

And whirrd and whirled him far away 5 

And in one hospitable Cleft 

The little careless Broom was left 

To live for many a day. 
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COMPLJINT 

OP A rOR8AK£N 

INDIAN WOMAN. 



[When a Northern InHan, fiom sickness, is unahk 
to continue his Jtmmejf wtb his con^atdons', he is 
left Behind, covered oiver ttfith Deer'siim ; and is 
sufflied uuith 'umier,food, and fuel, if the situation 
of the place %uitt afford it. He is iftformed of the 
track ivbich his compatdons intend to pursue, and 
if he is unable to follow, or overtake them, he 
perishes ahne in the Desmrt y unless he should have 
the good fortune to fosU in %mtb some other Tribes 
of Indians, The fomaks are equaify, or still more, 
exposed to the same forte. See that very interesting 
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work, Heame^i Journey Jhm Hudson's Bay to tim 
Northern Ocean. In ^ Ugh Northern LaH-- 
iudesy as the same ^vriter tnfwms^vs, vohen the 
Northern Lights vary their position in the air, 
they make a rustGng and a craciUng noise, TMs 
eircumstanct is aUuded to in the first stanza of 
thefoilofving foemJ] 



Ti-M — i—fcrnMin^ — - -^ 
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THE COMPLJINT, 



Before I see another day. 
Oh let h^ body die away ! 
In sleep I heard the northern gleams f 
The stars they were among my dreams ^ 
In sleep did I behold the skies, 
. I saw the crackling flashes drive ;. 
And 3ret they are upon my eyes^ 
And yet I am alive. 
Before I see another day. 
Oh let my body die away t 
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My fire is dead : it knew no pain ; 

Yet is it deadj and I remain. 

AH stiff widi ice the ashes lie; 

And they are dead^ and I will die. 

When I was wdl, 1 wished to live. 

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire ; 

But they to me no joy can give. 

No pleasure now, and no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie I 

Alone I cannot fear to die. 

Alas ! fou might have dragged me on 

Another, day, a single one ! 

Too sQon despair o'er me prevailed ; 

Too soon my heartless spirit fail 'd 3 

When you were gone my limbs were stronger; 

And Oh how grievously I rue. 

That, afterwards, a little longer. 

My Friends, I did not follow you ! 

For strong and without pain I lay. 

My Friends, when you were gone away. 
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My Child! they gave thee to aoother, 
A woman who was not thy mother. 
When from my anns my Babe they took^ 
On me how strangely did he look ! 
Through his whole body something ran> 
A most strange something did I see > 
-^As if he strove to be a man^ 
That he might pull the sledge for me. 
And then he stretched his arms> how wild ! 
Oh mercy ! like a little child* 

My little joy I. my little pride ! 
In two days more I must have died. 
Then do not weep and grieve for me 5 
I feel I must have died with thee. 
Oh wind^ that o'er my head art flying 
The way my Friends their course did bend, 
I should not feel the pain of dyings 
Could I with thee a message send I 
Too soon^ my Friends, you went away j 
For I had many things to say. 
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ril follow 70a across the snow $ 

You travel heavily and slow : 

In spite of all my weary pain> 

1*11 look upon your tents again. 

— My £re is dead^ and snowy white 

The water which beside it stood ; 

The wolf has come to me to-night^ 

And he has stolen away my food* 

For ever left alone am I, 

Then wherefore should I fear to die ? 

My journey will be shortly run, 

I shall not see another sun 5 

I cannot lift my limbs to know 

If th^ have any life or no. 

My poor forsakoi child ! if I 

For once could have thee close to me. 

With happy heart I then should die^ 

And my last thoughts would happy be. 

I feel my body die away, 

I shall not see another day. 
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LUC¥ GRAY. 



Oft I had heard (^Lucy Gray : 
And^ when I cross'd the Wild> 
I chanc'd to «ee at break of day 
The solitary Child. 

No Mate^ 90 comrade Lucy knew ; 
She dwelt on a wide Moor^ 
— ^The sw^test thing tliat ever gr^w 
Seside a human door ! 

You yet may spy the Fawn at play> 
The Hare upon the Green 5 
But the sweet face of Lucy Gnqr 
Will nevier more be seen* 



" To-night win be a stonny night — 
" You to the Town must go ; 
'' And take a lantern^ Child, to light 
" Your Mother thro' the snow." 

" That, Father ! will I gladly diO-^ 
*' lis scarcely afternoon— - 
*' The Minster-clock has just struck two, 
*' And yonder is the Moon." 

At this the Father rais'd his hook 
And snap'd a faggot-band 5 
He plied his work, and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain t(oe : 
With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powd'iy snow. 
That rises up like smokb. 
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The stotm came on before its time : 
She^ wander'd up and down j 
And many a hill did Lacy dimb. 
But never reach*d the Town. 

The wretched Parents all that night 
Went shouting far and wide ; 
But there was neither sound nor sight 
To serve thenv for a guide* 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlooked the Moor ^ 
And thence they saw the Bridge of wood^ 
A furlong from, their door. 

And now they homeward tum*d^ and cry'd 
'' In Heaven we all shall meet !'* 
— ^When in the snow the Mother spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 



^ 
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^Then downward from the steep faiU^ edge 
They track'd the footmarks small $ 
And through -the broken hawdx>n^*edge» 
And by the long stone-wall ; 

And then an open field tbqr cross'd ? 
The marks were still the same $ 
They track*d them on^ nor «ver lost $ 
And to the Bridge they came. 

They followM from the snowy bank^ 
The footmarks^ one by one^ 
Into the middle of the plank $ 
And further there was none. 

^-Yet some maintain that to diis day 
She is a living Child -, 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome Wild. 



%^ 
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O'er rougli and smooth she trips along. 
And never looks behind ; 
And sings a solitary song 
That whistles in the wind* 
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*Tis said^ that some have died for love r 

And here and there a church-yard grave is found 

In the cold North*s unhallow'd ground^ 

Because the wretched Man himself had slain> 

His love was such a grievous pain. 

And there is one whom I five years have known j^ 

He dwells alone 

Upon Helvellyn's side : 

He loved— the pretty Barbara died^ 

And thus he makes his moan : 

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid 

When thus hb moan he made. 
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Oh move thou Cottage fioin behind that oak ! 
Or let the aged tree uprooted lie. 
That in some other way yon smoke 
May mount into the sky! 

TThe douds pass on ; they from the Heavens depart : 
I look— -the sky is empty space; 
Z know not what I trace ; 
J3ut, when I cease to look^ my hand is on my heart 



O ! what a weight is in these shades ! Ye leaves. 

When will that dying murmur be suppress'd ? 

Your sound my heart of peace bereaves. 

It robs my heart of rest. 

Thou Thrush,, that singest loud and loud and free. 

Into yon row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit j 

Or ^ng another song, or chuse another tree. 
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Roll hack, sweet Rill t badL to tby mountain bounds^ 

And there for ever be thy waters chain'd ! 

For thou dost haupt the air with sounds 

That cannot be sustain*d ; . 

%f still beneath that pine-tree*s ragged bougk 

Headlong yon waterfall must come^ 

Oh let it then be dumb !— 

B>e any things sweet Bill^ but that which thou art now*. 



Thou Eglantine whose arch so proudly towers 

(Even like the rainbow spanning half the vale) 

Thou one fair shrub^ oh ! shed thy £ower8> 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to see thee nodding in the air^ 

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend> 

Thus rise and thus descend. 

Disturbs me> till the sight is more than I can bear/' 
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The Man who makes this feverbh complaint 
Is one of giant statiar^^ who could dance 
Eq^pp'd £x)m head to foot in iron mail. 
Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was thine 
To store up kindred hours for me^ thy face 
Tom from me^ gentle Love ! nor let me walk 
Within- the sound of £mma*8 voice^ or know 
Such happiness as I have known to-day. 
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THB 

IDLE SHEPHERD -^ BOYS, 

DUNGEON-GILL JFORCE* 

A PASTORAL. 



' 



The valley rings with mirth and joy ; 

Among the hills the Echoes play 

A never^ never ending song 

To welcome in the May. 

The Magpie chatters with delist ; 



* GUI m the dialect of Cumberland and Westmoreland is a 
short, and for the most part, a steep narrow valley^ with 
« stream running through it. Force is the word untTcr* 
^ly employed in these dialects for WaterfelL 
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The mofuntain Raven's youngling Brood 
Have left the Mother and the Nest ; 
And they go rambling east and west 
In seArch of their own food 5 
Or thro* the glittering Vapors dart 
Ip ver^ wantonness of heart. 



II. 



Beneath a rock, upon the grass. 
Two Boys are sitting in the sun > 
It seems they have no work to do. 
Or that their work is done. 
On pipes of sycamore they play 
The fragments of a Christmas Hymn 3 
Or with that plant, which in our dale 
We call Stag-horn, or Fox's Tail, 
Their rusty Hats they trim : 
And thus, as happy as the Day, 
Those Shepherds wear the time away. 
Vol. II. F 
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Aloi^ the rivcr'a atony mat^ 

The Sand-lark diaunts a joyous stmg ; 

The Thrush is busy in the -wood. 

And carob loud and Etrong. 

A tbotuand Lambs are on the rocks. 

All newly btffn ! both earth and sky 

Keep jubilee j and more than all. 

Those Bo]ra with their green Coronal ; 

Thty never hear the ciy. 

That plaintive ciy ! which up the hill 

Comes from the depth of Dungeon-Gill. 

IV. 

Said Walter, leaping from the ground, 
" Dovni to the stump of yon old yew 
" We'll for this Whistle run a race. 
^— Aw^ the Shepherds Qew. 
They leapt — they ran — and irfwn they came 
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Bight opposite to Diingeon-Gill, 
Seeing that he should lose the prlze^ 
'' Stop!" to his comrade Walter cries- 
James stopp*d with no good will : 
Said Walter then, '' Your task is here, 
** 'Twill keep you working half a year. 



V. 



'' Now cross where I shall cross-— come on 

*' And follow me where I shall lead"— 

James proudly took him at his word. 

But did not like the deed. 

It was a spot, which you may see 

If ever you to Langdale go : 

Into a chasm a mighty Block 

Hath Men, and made a Bridge of rock : 

The gulph is deep below 5 

And in a bason black and small 

Beceives a lofty Watcr&lL 
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VI. 
With staff in &and across the cleft 
The Challenger began his march ; 
And now, all eyes and feet^ hath gain*d 
The middle of the arch. 
When Hst ! he hears a piteous moan- 
Again ! — his heart within him dies*-— 
His pulse is stopp*d, his breath is lost. 
He totters, pale as any ghost. 
And, looking down, he spies 
A Lamb, that in the pool is pent 
Within that black and frightiul Rent. 

vn. 

The Lamb had slipped into the stream. 
And safe without a bruise or wound 
The Cataract had borne him down . 
Into the gulph profound. 
His Dam had seen him when he iell. 
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She saw him down the torrent borne ; 

And^ while with all a mother's love 

She from the lofty rocks above 

Sent forth a ciy forlorn^ 

The Lamb^ still swimming round and rounds 

Made answer to that plaintive sound. 

VIII. 



When he had learnt, what thing it was^ 
That sent this rueful cry ; I ween. 
The Boy recovered heart, and told 
The sight which he had seen. 
Both gladly now deferred their task ; 
Nor was there wanting other aid — 
A Poet, one who loves the brooks. 
Far better than the sages' books. 
By chance had thither stray*d j 
And there the helpless Lamb he found 
By those huge rocks encompassed round. 
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IX. 

He drew it gently from the pool. 

And brought it forth into the light : 

The Shepherds met him with his Charge, 

An unexpected sight 1 

Into their arms the Lamb they took. 

Said they, '' He's neither maim'd nor scarr*d**- 

Then up the steep ascent they hied 

And placed him at his Mother's side ; 

And gently did the Bard 

Those idle Shepherd-boys upbraid. 

And bade them better nund their trade« 



♦ 
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POOR SUSAN. 



At the corner of Wood-Street^ when day-light appears^ 
There*s a Thrush that sings loud^ it has sung for three years : 
Poor Susan has pass*d by the spot^ and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song of the Bird, 

*Tls a note of enchantment ; what ails her ? She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees ; 
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide^ 
And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside. 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale^ 
Down which she so often has tripped with her pailj 
And a single small cottage^ a nest like a dove's^ 
The one only Dwelling on earth that she loves. 



■ 
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She looks^ and her Heart is in Heaven: — but they fade^ 
The mist and the river^ the hill and the shade ; 
The stream will not flow^ and the hill will not rise^ 
And the colours have all pass'd away from her eyes. 



.<> 
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INSCRIPTION 

For tie Spot tthtre the HERMITAGE stooJ on St, Heriert*s 

hUndy Det 'went-lVater, 



If Thou in the dear love of some one Friend 
Hast been so happy, that thou know'st what thoughts 
• Will, sometimes, in the happiness of love 
Make the heart sick, then wilt thou reverence 

This quiet spot. St. Herbert hither came, 

T And here, for many seasons, from the world < 

" , Remov'd, and the affections of the world. 
He dwelt in solitude. — ^But he had left 
A Fellow-labourer, whom the good Man lov d 
j* As his own soul. And, when within his cave 
Alone he knelt before the crucifix 
While o'er the Lake the cataract of Lodore 



.^■" 
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Peal'd to his orisons, and when he pac'd 
Along the beach of this small isle and thought 
Of his Companion^ he would pray that both 
Might die in the same moment. Nor in vain 
So pray*d he : — as our Chronicles report. 
Though here the Hermit numbered his last days^ 
Far from St. Cuthbert his beloved Friend, 
Those holy Men both died in the same hour. 
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LINES 

ffrittfn with a ptneil upon a mMu in the wall of the House 
fan Out'honseJ on the Island at Gratmere, 



Rude is this Edifice^ and Thou hast seen 
Buildings^ albeit rude^ that have maintain'd 
Proportions more harmonious^ and approach'd 
To somewhat of a closer fellowship 
With the ideal grace. Yet as it is 
Do take it in good part j for he, the poor 
Vitruvius of our village, had no help 
From the great City 5 never on the leaves 
Of red Morocco folio saw display'd 
The skeletons and pr^-existing ghosts 
f Of Beauties yet unborn, the rustic Box, 

Snug Cot, with Coach-house, Shed and Hermitage* 
It is a homely Pile, yet to these walls 



MMMMMHfc^^ 
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The heifer comes in the snow-stonn, and here 
The new-dropp*d lamb finds shelter from the wind. 
And hither does one Poet sometimes row 
His Pinnace, a small vagrant Barge, up-piled 
With plenteous store of heath and withered fern, 
(A lading which he with his sickle cuts 
Among the mountains,) and beneath this roof 
He makes his summer couch^ and here at noon 
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet unshorn, the Sheep 
Panting beneath the burthen of their wool 
Lie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of his own Household : nor, while from his bed 
He tlirough that door-place looks toward the lake 
And to the stirring breezes, does he want 
Creations lovely as the work of sleep. 
Fair sights, and visions of romantic joy. 



To a SEXTON. 



Let thy wheel-barrow alone. 

Wherefore, Sexton, piling still 

In thy Bone-house bone on bone 1 

Tis already like a hill 

In a field of battle made. 

Where three thousand skulls are laid. 

-^— These died in peace each with the other. 

Father, Sister, Friend, and Brother. ' 

Mark the spot to which I p<nnt ! 
From thb platform dght feet square 
Take not even a finger-joint ; 
, Andrew's whde fire-side is there. 



94 



Here^ slone, before thine eyes, 
Simon's sickly Daughter lies^ 
From weakness^ now^ and pain defended. 
Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardener's pride — 

How he glories, when he sees 

Roses, Lilies, side by side^ 

Violets in families ! 

By the heart of Man^ his tears. 

By his hopes and by his fears. 

Thou, old Grey-beard ! art the Warden 

Of a far superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear. 
Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew tliere and Susan here. 
Neighbours in mortality. 
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And, should I live through sun and rain 
Seven widow' d years without my Jane, 
O Sexton, do not then remove her. 
Let one grave hold the Lov'd and Lover ! 
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ANDREW JONES. 



" I hate that Andrew Jones : he'll breed 
'-' His children up to waste and pillage. 
" I wish the press-gang or the drum 
'* With its tantara sounds would come 
*' And sweep him from the village !'* 



I said not this^ because he loves 

Through the long day to swear and tipple ; 

But for the poor dear sake of one 

To whom a foul deed he had done> 

A friendless Man^ a travelling Cripple. 
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For this poor crawling helpless wretch 
Some Horseman who was passing by 
A penny on the ground had thrown ; 
But the poor Cnpple was alone 
And could not stocqp— -no help was nigh. 

Inch-thick the dust lay on the ground. 
For it had long been droughty weather : 
So with his staff the Cripple wrought 
Among the dust till he had brought 
The halfpennies togctfacn 

It chanc'd that Andrew pass'd that way 
Just at the dme ; and there he found 
The Cripple in the mid-day heat 
Standing alone^ and at his feet 
He saw the penny on the ground. 

VoL U. 6 
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He stooped and took the penny up : 
And when the Crif^le nearer drew^ 
Quoth Andrew^ '' Under ha]f-a-crown> 
'* What a man finds is all his own^ 
*^ And so^ my friend^ good day to you.*' 



And Aene€ I said^ that Andrew's boys 
Will all be train*d to waste and pillage 5 
And wish*d the press-gang, or the drum 
With its tantara sound, would come 
And sweep him from the village! 



RUTH. 
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RUTH. 



When Rath was left half desolate 
Her Father todc another Mate; 
And Rath^ not seven years old^ 
A alighted Child^ at her own will 
Went wandering over dale and hill^ 
In thoughtless freedom bdd. 

And she had made a Pipe of straw. 
And from that oaten Pipe could draw 
All sounds of winds and floods; 
Had built a Bow^ upon the green. 
As if she from her birdi had been 
An In&nt of the woods. 



Beneath her Father's too£, alone 

She seem'd to live ; her thoughts her own y 

Herself her own delight : 

Pleased with herself^ nor sad norgay> 

She pass*d her time 3 and in this way 

1 

Grew np to Woman's height. 

There came a Youth from Georgia's shoFe«-« 

A military Casque he wore 

With splendid feathers drest 5 

He brought them from the Cherokees ; 

The feathers nodded in the breeze 

And made a gallant crest. 

From Indian blood you deem him sprung : 
Ah no ! he spake the English tongue> 
And bare a Soldier's name -, 
And^ when America was free 
From battle and from.jec^ardy. 
He cross the ocean came. 
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With haes of 'genius on fiis cheek 
In finest tones the Youth could speak. 
—While he was yet a Boy 
The moon^ the glory of the sun. 
And streams that murmur as they run 
Had been his dearest joy» 

He was a lovely Youth ! I gue^s 

The panther in the wilderness 

Was not so fair as he } 

And when he chose to sport and play^ 

No dolphin ever was so gay 

Upon the tropic sea. 

Among the Indians he had fought 5 
And with him many tales he brought 
Of pleasure and of fear ; 
Such tales as iold to any Maid 
By such a Youth in the green shade 
Were perilous to hear. 



^ "'- '— 
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He told of Girls, a hsppy rout ! 

Who quit their kAd with dance and shout 

Their pleasant Indian Town 

To gather strawberries all day long. 

Returning with a choral song 

When day-light is gone dowii. 

He spake of plants divine and strange 
That eveiy hour their blossoms change. 
Ten thousand lovely hues ! 
With budding, fading, faded flowers 
They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From morn to evening dews. 

Of march ^nd ambush, siege and fight. 
Then did he tell ; and with delight 
The heart of Ruth woidd adie ; 
Wild histories they were, and dear : 
But *twas -a thing of heaven to hear 
When of himself he spakei 



f 
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Sometime^ most earnestly he said j 

*' O Ruth ! I'have been wvrse than dead 

False thoughts^ thoughts bold land vain 

£neompass*d me on ereiy side 

When I^ in jhoqghtfessaess and pride. 

Had cross*d the Atlantic Main. 

Whatever in those Climes I found 
Irregidar in sight or sound 
Did to my mind impart 
A kindred impulse^ seem*d allied 
To my own powers^ and justified 
The workings of my heart. 

Nor less to 'feed unhall6w*d thought 
The beauteous forms of nature wrought. 
Fair trees and lovely flowers ^ 
The breezes their own languor lent^ 
The stars had feelings which they sent 
Into those magic boweis. 
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Yet> in my worst pc^nsukB^ I ireeB> 
That (^ten there did iaterveiie 
Pure hopes of high intent ; 
My passions^ amid ^^rms so fm 
And stately^ wanted not their share 
Of noble sentiment. 

So was it then> and so is now : 

For^ Ruth ! with thee I know not how 

I feel my spirit bum 

Even as the east when day comes forth > 

And to the west^ and souths and nortSij^ 

The morning doth return. 

It is a purer better mind: 
O Maiden innocent and kind 
What sights I might have seen ! 
Even now upon my eyes they break ! 
— ^And lie again began to speak 
Of Lands where he bad been^ 
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He told of the Mag^6M,f spread 

High as a doad^ high over head ! 

The Cypress and her spire, 

—Of *flower» that with one scarlet gkam. 

Cover a hundred leagues and seem 

To set the hills on fire. 

The Youth of green Savannahs spake^ 
And many an endless, endless lake;^ 
With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, diat together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky 
Among the evening douds. 



f Magnolia grandiflora. 



* The splendid appearance of these scarlet flowers, which 
are scattered with such profusion over the Hills in the 
Southern parts of North America is frequently mentioned 
by Bartram in his Travels. 
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And then te said ** How sweet It wen^ 

A fisher or a hunter there, 

A gardener in the shade^ 

StiU wandering with an easy mind 

To build a household fire» and find 

A home in eveiy glade* 

"Whatdtys and what sweet years! Ahmet 

Ou# life were life indeed^ with Ihee 

So pass*d in quiet bliss^ 

And all the while" said he ^^ to know 

That we were in a wwld of woe> 

On such an earth.as tiiis! 

And then he sometimes interwove 
Dear thoughts about a Father*s love^ 
" For there," said he, " are spun 
Around the heart such tender ties, 
^ 7^^ our own children to our eyes 
Are dearer than the sun« 



4 



i 



kiMM^ "•"'—*'• - --^j 



10^ 

Sweet Bnth f and conlld 70a go with me 

My helpmate in the woods to be^ 

Our shed at night to rear; 

Or run, toy own adopted Bride, 

A sylvan Huntress at my side 

And drive the flying de^. 

Beloved Ruth !*' No more he said. 
Sweet Ruth alone at midnight shed 
A solitary tear. 

She thought again — ^and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea. 
And drive the flying deer. 

** And now, as fitting is and right. 
We in the Church our faith will plight^ 
A Husband and a Wife." 
Even so they did ; and T may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 
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Throng^ Steam and vidion did she siiik^ 
Dctigtited all the while to think 
That^ on those lonesome j9ooda> 
And green Savannahs^ she should share 
His board with lawfiil joy^ and bear 
His name in the wQd woods. 

But^ as you have before been told> 
This Striplings sportive^ gay, and bdd^ 
And, with his dancing crest. 
So beautifbl, through savage lands 
Had roam*d about with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the West. 



The wind, the tempest roaring hig^ 

The tumult of a trc^ic sky 

Might well be dangerous food f] 

For him, a Youth to whom was given 

So much of earth so nSiuch of Heav6n> 

And such impetuous blood. 
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HI did he Uv^, much evil tsaw 
With men to whom no better law 
Nor better life was known § 
Ddiberat^y and undeceiv*d 
Those wild men's, vices he receiv*d^ 
And gave them back his own. 

His genius and his mord frame - 
Were thus impaired, and he became 
The slave of low desires : 
A Man who without self-controul 
Would seek what the dq;raded soul 
Unworthily admirea. 

And yet he with no feigned delight 
ilad woo*d the maiden^ day and night 
Had lov*d her, night and mom : 
What could he less than love a Maid 
Whose heart with so much nature play*d ? 
<So kind and so forlorn ! 
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But now the plefl^sant dream was gone } 
No hope, no wish remmn'd^ not one^ 
They stirr*d him now no more j 
New objects did new pleasure give^ 
And once again he wished to live 
As lawless as before. 

Meanwhile, as thus with him it fared. 
They for the voy^gG were prepared 
And went to the sea-shore ; 
Bat, when they thither came, the Youth . 
Deserted his poor Bride, and Rudi 
Could never find him more* 

'' God help thee Ruth ! — Such pains she had 

That she in half a year was mad 

And in a prison hous*d ; 

And there, exulting in her wrongs. 

Among the music of her songs. 

She fearfully carous'd. 



# I 



Yet 8(xxidtimes milder hoUrs she Ic^ew^ 
Nor wanted san^ Btor rain^ nor dew^ 
Nor pastimes of .the May^ 
—They all were with her in her cell^ 
And a wild brook with chearful kndl 
Did o'er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain 
There came a respite to her pain^ 
She Irom her prison £ed ; 
But of the Vagrant none took thought -, 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 

Among the fields she breathed again : 
The master-current of her brain 
Ran permanent and firee -, 
And, coming to the Banks of Tone,* 



* The Tone is.a River of Somersetshire at no great dis- 
tance from the Quantock Hills. These HQls. which are 

Vol. II. H 
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Hiere dUd she rest : and dwell alcme 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The engines of her pain^ the tools 
That shap*d her sorrow^ rocks and pods^ . 
And ^rs that gently stir 
The vernal leaves^ she loved them stiU^ 
Nor ever tax*d them with the ill 
Which had been done to her, 

A Bam her nmraer bed supplies; 

But till the warmth of summer skies 

And sunomer days is gone^ 

(And in diis tale we all agree) 

She sleeps beneath the greenwood tree> 

And other home hath ncme. 

The neighbours grieve for her, and say 
That she will^ long before her di^. 



alluded to a few Stanzas below, are extremely beauti fuly 
and in most places richly coveced in»ch Coppice woods. 
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Se bioken down and pM. 
Sore aches she needs most have \ bat* less 
Of mind^ than b6d}r*s wrelchedAessy 
From damp, and fian, and cold^ 

if she is pressed by! wailt of food 
She from her dwelling in the wood 
Repairs to a road-side } 
And there she begs at one steep place^ 
Where up and down with easy pace 
The horsemen-travellers ride. 

That oaten Pipe of hers is mnte^ 
Or thrown away 5 but with a flute 
Her loneliness she cheers : 
This flute made of a hemlock stalk 
At evening in his homeward walk 
The Quantock Woodman hears. 
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I, too^ have pass'd her on the Win 
Setting her little water-mills 
By spoats^and foontains wild — 
Such small machineiy as she 4nra*d 
£re she had wept^ ere she had moum*d^ 
A yoQDg and happy Child ! 

Farewel ! and when thy days are told 
Ill-&ted Ruth ! in hallowed mold 
Thy corpse shall buried be ; 
For thee a fimeial bell shall ring. 
And all the congregation sing 
A Christian psalm for thee. 



\ 
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LINES 

Written wifM a Slaff-'pencil, upon a Stone, th* Urgtsi of^ ' 
heap lying war ^ deserted Quarry y upon one of the Islands, 
at Rydale, 



Stranger ! this hillock of misshapen stoae& ; 

Is not a ruin of the ancient tinaCj 

Nor, SIS perdiance> thou rashly deein*st, the Cairn 

Of ^ome old British Chief : 'tis nothing more 

Than the rude embryo of a little Dome 

Or Pleasure-house^, once destin'd to be t^uilt 

Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle* 

But, as it chanc'd. Sir William having lcani'4 ' 

That from the shore a full-girowa mian mig^t wade. 

And make himself a freeman of this sppt. . ^ > 
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At any hour he chose^ the Knight forthwith 

Desisted^ and the quarry and the mound 

Are monuments of his unfinished task. 

The block on which these lines are tnic*d^ perhaps^ 

Was once selected as the comer-stone 

Of the intended Pile, which would have been 

Some quaint odd play-thing of elaborate skill. 

So that, I guess, the linnet and the thrush. 

And other little Builders who dwell here. 

Had wonder*d at the work. , But blame him not. 

For old Sir William was a gentle Knight 

Bred in this vale, to which he appertained 

With all his ancestry. Then peace to him. 

And for the outrage which he had devis*d 

Entire forgiveness !— But if thou art one 

On fire with ihy impatience to become 

An inmate of these mountains, if disturb'd 

By beautifiil conceptions, thou hast hewn 

Out of the quiet rock the elements 
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Of thy trim mansion de8tin*d soon to blaze 
In snow-white glory^ think again^ and taught 
By old Sir Willianx and his qiuurry^ leave 
1!hj fragments to the bramble and the rose ; 
There let the vernal 31ow-wQnn sun himself. 
And let the Red-breast hop from stone to stone* 
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Jn thi Srkfl o f ** I li a.Tahktt m which art inurihtd^ 
in gilt htttrsy the name* of the tevtrnl ptrt^nt who havo 
keen Schooimasters there since the foundation of the School^ 
with the time at which thef entered wpony and qmtted their 
^ee* Ophite one of th^te names the Jittthw wrpte th^ 
following lines. 



If Nature, for a favorite Child 
In thee hath teinper*d so her day. 
That every hour thy heart runs wild 
Yet never ^noe doth go astray. 



Read o*er these Enes 3 and then review 
This tablet, that thus humbly rears 
In such diversity of hue 
Its history of two hundred years. 
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— Whea thKoagh this litde wreck etBoDe, 
Cypher aod^syllaUe ! thine ejre 
Has travell*d down to Matthew's name, 
Tbuso with 2)0. oeomion sTmpathx* 

A^ if a sleeping tcsa should wake. 
Then be it neither checked nor stay'd: 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which for himself he had not made. 



Poor Matthew, all his frolics o'er. 
Is silent as a standing pool; 
Far from the chimney^s merry roar. 
And murmur of the village school. 

The sigiis which Matthew heav*d werc sighs 
Of one tir*d out with fun and madness ; 
The tears which came to Matthew's eyes 
Were tears of light, the oil of gladness. 
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Ytt, 8omediBea> ^iriieD the secret cup 
Of 8tiU andserbus ihatt^ynattQaDd, 
It seem'd as if he draiik it up—- 
He felt with spirit so profotisd. 

—-Thou soul of God's best earthly mould ^ 
Thou happy soul ! and can it be 
That these two words of glittering gold 
Are all that must remain of thee ? 
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Two APRIL MORNINGS. 



We walk'd dong^ while bright and red 
Uprose the mornmg sun ; 
And Matthew 8topp*d^ he look*d^ and said^ 
*' The will of God be done !*' 



A village Schoolmaster was he^ 
With hair of glittering grey 5 
As blithe a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 



And on that nioming^ through the grass^ 
And by the steaming riUs^ 
We travelled merrily^ to pass 
A day among the hills. 
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" Our work," satd I, was well begun j 
" Then, from thy breast what thought, 
" Beneath 90 beautiful a sun^ 
** So sad a sigh has brought?*' 

A secood time did Matthew stopjf 
And, fixing still his eye 
IJpOD the eastern mountain-top. 
To me he made^refdy* 

" Yon^iloud with that long purple deft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this which I have left 

" Full thirty years behind. 

*' And just above yon slope of com 
'* Such colours, and no other 
" Were in the sky, that April morn. 
Of thi^ the very brother. 
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'' With rod and liiie my silent sport 
I plied by Derwent's urave; 
And^ coming, to the churchy stopped short 
Beside my daughter's grave. 
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'' Nine summers had she scarcely seen^ 
" The pride of all the vale J 

*' And then* she sung;— -she would have been 
'^ A very ni^tingale* 

'* Six feet in earth my Emma lay i 
*' And yet I lov*d her more^ 
" '' For so it seem*d, than till that day 
" I e'er had lov'd before. ' 

i^ And^ taming from her grave^ I met 
^ *' Beside the churcb-yard Yewr 

'' A blooming Girl> whose hair was wet 
'" With points of morning dew. 
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^ A basket on lier head the bare ^ 
'' Her brow was amooft and white ! 
"^Tb see a ChM so vwy fsar. 
It was a pure deHght ! 



€f 



€€ 



No fbontaio fixim its rocky cave 
'' £*er tiipp*d with foot so free ^ 
'^ She Miem*d as happy as a wave 
*' That dances on the sea^ 



** There cam from me a sigh c^pain 
'* Which I could ill ooirfine j 
** I looked at her and looked again : 
*' — Ani did not wish hex mine.** 

Matthew b in his grave'^ yet now 
Methinks I see him stand. 
As at that momoity with his bough 
Of wilding in his hand. 
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The FOUNTAIN, 

A C^nvefsatmu 



We talk'd inth open hearty and tongue 
AfiectioDate and true^ 
A pair of Friends^ thou^ I was joung^ 
And Matthew seventy-^two. * 

We lay beneath a spreading oak. 
Beside a mossy seat 5 
And from the turf a fountain broke. 
And gurgled at our feet. 

'' Now, Matthew ! let as tiy to match 
^' This water's pleasant tone 
^* With some old Border-song, or Catch 
** That suits a summer*s noon. 
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'^ Or of the Church-dock and the chimes 
'^ Sing here beneath the shade^ 
*' That half-mad thing of whitty rhymes 
'' Which 70U last April made !** 

In silenfce Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tiree; 
And thas the dear old Man replied. 
The gray-hair'd Man of glee. 

" Down to the vale this water steers, 
" How merrily it goes ! 
'^ Twill murmur on a thousand years, 
<^ And flow ai now it- flows. 
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And here on this delightful day, 
*' I cannot chuse but think 
'* H(m oft, a vigorous Man, I lay 
^' Beside this Fountain's brink. 



'' My e]xes are dim with childish tean^ 
" My heart is idly stirr'd, ' 
** For the stole sound is in my ears> 
'' Which in those days I heard. 

'^ Thus fafes it still in our decay : 
*' And jret the wiser mitid 
'' Mourns less for what age takes away 
'' Than what it leaves behind* 

'' The Blackbird in the summer trees^ 
'' The Lark upon the hiU^ 
*' Let lodse their carols when they j^ease^ 
" Are quiet when they Mrilt 
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With Nature never do ikey wage 
A foolish strife ; they see 
A happy youlh^ and their old age 
** Is beautiful and free : 

Vol. II. 1 
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^' But #e are pnw'd by Iwai^ kwt ; 
^' And often^ glad no jnore, 
*' We wear a &Ge of joy^ becaiue 
•* We have b^ea g^ of yoee. 

'^ If there ia ooe wlio need bemoan 
'' His kindred laid ia earthy 
'^ The houshcM hearts that were his own> 
'^ It is the man of oaurth, 

'^ My days, ray Friend, are almost gone. 
My life has been approv*d« 
And many love me y bat by none 

'^ Am I enough belov*d." 



** Nowbothhimsdf andraehe wrongij 
'^ The man who thus, complains ! 
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I live and. sing my idle soogis 
Upon these happy plalofTA 
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*^ And^ Matthew^ for thy Children dead 
'' ril be a son to thee I" 
At this he grasp'd his faanda^ and said 
'' Alas ! that cannot be.** 

m 

We rose up from the fountain-side 3 
And down the smooth descent 
Of the green sheep-track did we gUde ) 
And through the^wood we went 3 

And^ ere we edkne to Leonard-a Rockj 
He sang those witty rkyjMGS 
Abottt the ora^ oki ehusdh-ckwk 
And the bewildered chatties. 
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NUTTING. 



It seems a day. 



(I speak of one from many singled out) 
One of those heavenly days which cannot die. 
When forth I sMlied firom our Cottage-door,* 
And with a wallet o'er my shoulder slung, 
A nutting crook ia hand, I tam'd n^ steps 
Towards the distant woods^ a Figiue quaint, 
Trick'd out in praad disguise of B^gar's weeds 
Put on for the occasioB, by adeice 
And eiliortation of my frugal Dame» 



* Tbe house at which I was boarded daring the time I 
was at School. 



isn 



t t 



Motley accoatrcment ! of pHWer fo smile 

At thorns^ and brakes, ^boSl Inrambles^ sDod^ in tradi^ 

More ragged tlian need was. Among the wOdds,^ 

And o*er the pathless rocks^ { forced my way 

Uatil^ at length, I came to one dear nook 

Unvisited, where not a broken bough 

Dr6(^*d with its withered leaves^ ungracious sign 

Of devastation^ but the hazels rose 

Tall and erects with milk-white clusters hung^ 

A virgia scene !— A little wh3e I stood. 

Breathing with such suppression of the heart 

As joy deHghts in 3 and with wise restraint 

Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed 

The banquet, or beneath the trees I sate 

Among the flowers, and with the flowers I playM 3 

A temper known to those, who, after long 

And weary expectation, have been UessM 

With sudden hapfMness beyond all hope.—* 

—Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves 

The violets of five seasons re-appear 



And fade^ lumQefi l^ $uy hmm tft; 

Wbem £iit7 wate4iBea3a do imunMir oa 

fw ever, aod I saw the ^ariding foaiii> 

And witb txtj cheek on one of those gveen stones 

That, fLosc'd vith moss, beneath the shady tsees. 

Lay round me, seatter'd like a iock of sbeep^ 

I heard the murmur and the mumiunog sound,. 

In that sweet ntood when fiieaflEare loves to fM^ 

Tril^te to ease; and, of ks joy secure. 

The heart Ipjcuriates with uidliiFerent things, 

Wastiqg its kindlifiess on stocks and stones. 

And 09 Ibe vacant air. Thou up I rose. 

And dragg*d to earth both hnrnc^ a»d bough, widi crash 

And merciless ravage -, and the shady Xkook 

Of hazels, and ithe green and mossy bower. 

Deformed amd sulUed, patiently gave up 

Hieir qnuet being : aod> unless I now 

Confoujid my present fedxo^ with the past, s 

£v/pn then, when from the bowisr I ^im'd away 

Exulting, rich beyond ibc \vGsltb of Imgfi, 
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I f«^ a sense of pain when I beheld 
Ihe silent trees and the intrading sky.— » 



Then^ dearest Maiden ! move along these shades 
In gentleness of heart 3 with gentle hand 
Tonch.—— for there is a Spirit in tbe woods* 
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Three years she grew in sun and shower^ 
Then Nature said^ '^ A lovelier flower 
.On earth was never sown) 
This Child I to myself will take ^ 
She shall be mine^ and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 

Her Teachor I myself will be^ 

£heis my darling )— and with me 

The Girl^ in rock and plain^ 

In earth and heaven^ in glade and bower^ 

Shall feel an overseeing power 

To kindle or restrain. 
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:She shall be spc»tiye as the Fawa 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs ; 
And hers shall be Ibe breathing balm. 
And hers the silence and the calm 
Of mute insensate things. 

The .floating Clouds their state shall lend 

To her ) for her the willow bend; 

Nor shall she fail to see 

Even in the jooodons of the Storm 

Grace that shall mould the Maiden's fom^ • 

By silent sympathy^ 

The Stars -of midnight shall be dear 

To her^ and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place 

Where Rivulets dance their wayward round. 

And beauty bom of murmuring sound 

Shall pass into her face« 



And vital ftdings of d^lit 

Shall rear her form to stately height^ 

Her virgin bosom swdl -, 

Such thoughts to Lucy I wifl give 

While she' and I together live 

Here in this happy Dell.** 

Thus Nature spake — The work was done- 
How soon ray Lucy's race was run 1 
She died and left to me 
This heathj at hts t:2(\m and quiet scene ^ 
Thfe memory of wl»t has been. 
And never more will be. * 



1 
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The VET-LAMB, 

A PASTORAL. 



The dew was &Uing £ist, the stan began to bitofc ; 

I heard a voice 5 it said, " Drink, pretty Creature, drink !" 

And, looking o'er the hedge, before me I espied, 

A snow white mountain Lamb with a Maiden at its side« 

No other sheep were near, the Lamb was all alone. 
And by a slender cord was tethered to a stone j 
With one knee on the grass did the little Maiden kneel 
While to that Mountain Lamb she gave its evening meaL 

The Iamb while from her hand he tbu3 his 8upi>er took * 
Seemed to feast with head and ears> and his tail with (pleasure 

shook. 
*' Drink^ pretty Creature^ drink^" she saki la auch a taoe - 
That I almpst iepciv*d her heart into my own. • 
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"•Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a Child of beauty rare! 
I watched them with delight, thgr were a lovely pair. 
Now with her empty Can the Maiden turned away j 
Sut ere ten yards were -gone her jfbotsteps did she stay. 

Towards the Lamb she looked 5 and from that shady place 
I unobserved could see the workings of Tier face : 
If Nature to her tongue could measurM numbers briqg 
Thus, thought I, to her Lamb that little Maid might sing. 

*' What ails thee, YoungOne ? What ? Why pull so at thy 

cord? 
*' Is it not well with thee ? Well lx)th for bed and board? 

Thy plot of grass is soil, and green as grass can be ; 

Kest little Young One^ rest 5 what is*t that aileth thee ? 
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*' What IS it Aou would-st seek^ What is wanting to thy 

heart-? 
*' Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art : 
*' This grass is tender grass ; these flowers they have no peers; 
<" And that gfeen com bU day is rustling in thy ears ! 
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*' U tfie Sun be sbining faot^ do but stretch thy woollen chab^^ 
'*^^*This beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain 5 
" For rain and mountain storms ! the like thou need*st not 

• fears— 
" Therain andstormare things which^carcely can comehece» 

9-, 

**' Rest, little Young One, rest ; thou hast forgot the day 
*' Whenr my Father found thee first in places far away : 
*^- Many fiocks were on-the hills, but thou wert bwn'd by nonej 
'' And thy Mother from thy side for evermore was gone» 

f' He took thee in Ms arms, and in pity brought thee home: 
**? A blessed day for thee ! then whither would'st thou roam'^ 
^' A faithfial Nutse thou hast, the Dam that did thee yeftft 
*' Upon the mountainr tops no kinder could have been« 

^* Thou know'st that twice a day I have brought tfae6 In tliis 
^ Can 

*' Fresh water from die brook as ckar as ever ran : 

*' And twice in die day when the ground is wet With <few ] 

" I bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new^ 
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'^ Thy £znbs win shortly be twice as stout as they gxc new, 
" Then I'll yoke thae to my cart like a pony in tke ploi^ ; 
*' My Playmate thou shalt be i and when the wind is cold 
^* Our hearth shall be thy bed^ our house sh^ be thy fold. 
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It will not, will not rest !— poor Creature can it be 
That 'tis thy Mother's heart which is workij:^ so in tbee> 
Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear^ 
'^ And dreams c^ things which thou caa'st neither see nor 

« 

hear» 

« 

^ Alas> the mountain t(^ that look so jgreen and £ur ! 
'^ I've heard of fearful winds and darkness that come there; 
** The little Brooks^ that seem 2SL pastime and sdl jday^ 
^* When th^ are angry, roar like Lions for their pFey. 

'^ Kere4hou need'st hot dread the ra^en in the ^y ; 
*^ Night and day thou art safe^— our Cottage is hard by. 
*^ Why bleat so after me^ Wl^ pall so at thy chain ? 
^' Sleep-— ^nd at break of day I will come to thee again !'" 
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— 'As homeward through fhe lane I went with lazy feet^ 
This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat -, 
And it seem*d^ as I retracM the ballad line by line^ 
That but half of it was hers^ and one half of it was mine. 

Agam^ and once again did I repeat the song ; 

" Nay^** said I^ ''more than half to the Damsel must belongs 

For she iook*d with such a look^ and she spake with such a 

tone^ 
That I almost receiv'd her heart into my own." 
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Written in GERMANY, 

On ont of the coldeii days of, the Century. 

Imuit apprise the Reader that the stoves in North Germany general^ 
have the impression if a galloping Horse upon them, this being part 
of the Brunswick Arm^w- 
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A fig for your languages, German and Norse ! 
Let me have the song of the Kettle 5 
And the tong» and the poker, instead of that Horse 
That' gallops away with such fury and force 
On this dreary dull plate of black metal. 

Our earth is no doubt made of excellent stuff; 

But her pulses beat slower and slower : 

The weather in Forty was cutting and rough,. 

And then, as Heaven knows, the Glas» stood low enough ; 

And now it is four degrees lower. 
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Here^s a Fly, a disconsolate creature^ peiiiapa 
A child of the 6dd, or the grove; 
Add^ sorrow fat him! this dull treacherous heat 
Has seduc*d the poor fool from his winter retreat^ 
And he creeps to the edge of my stove. 



Aks ! how he flunbles about the domains 
Which this comfortless oven environ ; 
He cannot find out in What track he must crawly 
Now back to the tiles^ aiid now back to the wall^ 
And now on the brink of the iron. 



StoCk-sdll therQ he stands like a traveller bemaz*d ; 

The best of his skill he has tried ; 

His feders methinks I can see him put forth 

To the East and the West^ and the South and the Nort& 5 

But he finds neither Guide-post nor Guide, 



See! his ^pinttsffs^itDdcrliiln, fooC^ leg atid tbtgli$i- 
His eyesight and hearing fice Jost j 
Between lUe .»nd dff^d^ bU. blood 6iee«^ l^i^ tlpAws ^ 
And l^s two psei^ pitdoim of bide -dusky g^uze 
Are ghied to his ^^de? 1^. tbe fi^t* 



No Brpther^ no Friend hds be D^iiriiri^*-*-wtute I 
Can draw warmth &om the cbeek <^ my Love ., _ 
As blest and as glad ia this desolate gloom> 
As if gveen «unuDer grass were the flocnr of my room^ 
And woodbines were hanging above* 

Yetj, Grod is mj witness^ tlibu $ms3i helpless Thing ! 
^Thy life I would gladly sastaia 
Till summer coioes up from the Sputh^ and with crowds 
Of thy bretit)re9ii opirch thou shookl^st sound through the 

douds^ 
And back to the jforests ag^^ 
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the CIJILIXLE^^ FJTmR. 
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Up, Timothjr^ up with your Staff and away! , 
Not a soul in the village this morning; will stay i ^ 
The Hare has just started from Haniilton^ {projind^ 
And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds." 
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^— Of coats and of jackets grey, scarle^ 9n4 greeui 
On the slopes of the pastures all colours were seeQ j. 
With their comely blue aprons, and caps wlute as( ^P9JI(j 
The Girls on the hills made a holiday show. 

The bason of box-wood,* .just six months before^ 

Had stood on the table at Timothy's door ) 

. . ♦ '» 
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* In several parts of the North of England, when a funeral 
taies place, a bason full of Sprigs of Boz^wood is placed at 
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A Coffin throagh Timothy's threshold had pass'd | 
One Chfld did it bear and that Child was his last. 

Now fast up the ddl came the noise and the fray^ 
The horse and the hom^ and the hark ! hark away ! 
Old Timothy took up his staffs and he shut 
^th a'leisurely motion the door of his hut. 

Perhaps to himself at that moment he said^ 
" The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead." 
But of this in my ears not a word did he speak, 
'And he went ta the chase with a tear on his cheek. 



^e door of the house temwhich the Coffin is taken up, and 
«ach person who attends the liineral ordinarily takes a Spiig 
4Df- this fiox-iffiK>dy and throws it into tl»e j;tave>of the deceased. ^ 
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eUMBERLAl^D BEGGAR. 



A DSSCRJFnOa. 
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THE 



OlD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR. 



The class of Beggats to which the Old Man here described 
belongs, will* probably soon be extinct. It consisted* of 
poor, and^^ mostly* old and infirm persons, who confined 
themselves to a stated round in tbeir neighbourhood^ and 
had certain fixied'days, on which, at different houses, they 
regularly received alms, sometimes in money, but mostly in 
provisions. ^ 



I saw an aged beggar in my walk> 
And he was ideated by the highway side 
On a low structure of nide masonry- 
Built at the foot of a huge hill, that tliey 
'Vyixa lead their horses doum the steep roti^ road 
May then<^ remottot at eascv The aged Man- 
Had placed his staff across the broads fimeetb sto^ 
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That overly the pile, and 6ocn a bag 
AU white with flour the dole of village dames. 
He drew his scraps and 63goQen% one by one> 
And scann'd them with a fijL*d and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun 
Upon the second step of that small pile. 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hiHs, 
He sate, and eat his food in solitude : 
And ever, scattered £rom his palsied hand. 
That, still attempting to prevent the wa&te. 
Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers 
Fell on the ground, and the small mountain birds, * 
Not venturing yet to peck their destin'd meal. 
Approached within the length of half his staC 

Him from my childhood have I known; and thsn 
' /He >yas so old, he seems not oUber now $ 
He travels <», a solitaxy Ma% 
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So helpless in appearance, that for him' 
The sauntering Horseman-traydkr does not thro\i» 
With careless hand his alms upon the graoadj 
But stops, that he may safely lo^ the oota 
Within the old Man's hat 5 nor quits him 80> 
But still wh^ be has given his horse the rein 
Towar^ the aged Beggar turns a look. 
Sidelong and half-reverted. She who tends 
The To)l-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheels if on the road she sees 
The aged Beggar eoming^ quits her work. 
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass. 
The Post-boy when his rattling wheels o*ertake 
The aged Beggar, in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him irom behind, and, if perchance 
The dd Man does not change his coarse, the Boy 
Turns with le^s noisy wheels to the road*side^ 
And passes gently by, without a curse < . . 
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Upon his lips^ ^r diget at his beairt. 
Qe tTBTcb oa, a sc^itarf Maa^ 
His njff^ ha$ no. companioa. On tbe groDttd 
His eyes are 6uii'd> aod, as ^ ifioves alc^lig, 
77^ inore along the groiilMl ; ancl> cVeiiQQre> 
Instead of eomHion and habitual sight 
Of fields with rural works^ of hill and dde> 
And tha \dsie skj, one litdc apan of aartb 
Is all hit project Thus, ficom day to day> 
B6wbep4> hift ey^ lor ever on the ground^ 
He plies bis weary journey ^ seeing 8tiU> 
And ngvei: kaowing that he sees, some straw> 
Sonoe 9catter*d leaf, ormarks which, ia one tracks 
The nails of c^rt or diariot wheel have teft 
Impre8B*d on the white road, in the same line, 
M dlstnce sdtt the ssme. Poor Traveller ! 
His staff traila with lum ; scarcely do his fedn 
Disturb the sdasaier dust ; h^ is so stiU 
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In look and t^ootkin^ tiUit l&dcott^ ctiK^ 
Ere he have pasft'd tlie door^ will Xsesn ^svmf. 
Weary of barking at him. Boygand6i^> 
The vacant and tke busy. Maids and Youths^ 
And Urchins newly breec)h*d s£ pass lum by ^ 

Him even the 8low-pac*d Waggon kaves betun^. 

'\ • , . 

But deea^ not this Man nseless.—- ^-^tatesmen ! ye 
Who are so resdess in yotir wisdom^ ye 
Who have a broom stili ready in your bands 
To rid the world <^ nuisances ; ye |H0ud^ 
Heart-swoln^ while m your ^iMe ye contemplate 
Your talents^ power^ and wisdom^ deem him not 
A burthen of the eartb^ *Tls Nature's law 
That none^ the meanest of cvealad tiimg8> 
Of forms createdtibe fiMMt vile a|id bmlei 
The dullest or moat noodous^ ^hotiUeSlMt 
Divorced jfam good ^ajykit aftdpol^irfg^od. 



A life and soul to evfsiy mode of faeing. : ' 
Inseparably llnk*d« While thus he creeps 
I!roni door to door, the Villagers in him 
Behold a record which together lund& 
Fast de^ and offices of charity 
Else i^nr^member'd> and so Keeps alivci 
The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years^ 
And that half-wisdom half-experience gives 
Make slow tf> fed, and by sure steps resign 
To selfishness and cdd oblivious cares. 
Among the £mns and solitary hutSj 
Hamlets and thinly-scattered villages^ 
Wherever tlie aged Beggar takes hisr rounds^^ 
The mild, necessity of use CQpapels 
To acts of love i and habit does the work, 
Of reason i yet prepares that afkr joy 
Which reason cherishes. And thus the soixt 
By |hat sweet taste of pleasure unpursa^dj 
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Doth £nd itself insensibly dispos*d 

To virtue ^nd true goodness. Some there axe, , 

By their good works exalted^ lofty minda 

And meditative^ aathors^of delight 

And happiness, which to the end of time 

Wilislive, and spread^ and kindle ; minds like these« 

In childhood^ from diis solitary Being, 

This helpless Wanderer, have perchance receiv'(i> 

(A thing more precious j^ than all that books 

Or the solicitudes of love can do !•) 

That first mild touch of sympathy smd thought, > 

In which they found their kindred with a world 

Where want and sorrow were. The easy Man 

Who sits at his* own door, and like the pear 

Which overhangs his head from the green w^. 

Feeds in the sunshine 7 the robust and young. 

The prosperous and unthinking, they^who live 

Shelter'd^^and flourishtin alittle grove 



\ 
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Of thek own Ucldfedy <iU Midid IB him - 
A ^akxA fiiamtor> whkli on i^mr taxadi 
Must needf wppssB 9 issaahacy thotiglit, 
Of self-congrati3latk»i> to ihb heart 
Of each recalliikg his peodiar bdon»> 
His dbarters an4 exemptions 5 and^ perchaho^ 
Though he to bo one give the f<Htitude 
And ciiicuaispection ne^dM to preserve 
Hi9 preaent V^va^, aod to hu^nd up 
The respite of tte season^ he^ at kast> 
And 'tis od vi^gar service^ Eoakes them fdts 

Yet ftirthcTi— '— Many, I bdicve, there are 
Who live a Ufe of virtuous decency^ 
IVI^n who can hear the Decalogue and feel 
No self-reproach 5 who of the moral law 
£stafaiish*d in the land wfamw they aMd^ 
Are strict observe f Uad Ii4t aegligent, • 



■M 



m^ 



J 59 



Or j9Qt of 1<W€ to ibibafi ^rkfc "whom Ui^ -iwcUy . 
Their kMi)^ ^i^ ^e cUldpea cf ^Mr Uood, 
Praise be ^ »udxj asd to their shkifdMlrs JpcMCt t 
-—But of the poor man ask, ihe'alijiM pote> 

Go 9od detnabd of him, if theiie fae here 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds^ 

And these inevitable charities, 

Wherewitli to satisfy the human soul. 

No-»man is dear to man : the poorest poor 

Long for some moments in a weaiy life 

When they can know and fed that they have beeB 

Themiselves the fathers and the dealers out 

Of some small blessings, have been kind to such . 

As needed kindness, for this single causei 

That we have all of us one human heart* 

*— Such pleasure is to one kind Being known 

My Neighbour^ when wijtb punctu^ pare, ^cb week 
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Dulj as Friday comes^ though pressed herself 
Bj'btT own wants^ she from her chest of meal 
Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this c^d Mendicant^ and^ from her door 
Returning with exhilarated heart, 
^its by hervfire and builds her^hope in heav'n. 

Then let him pass^ a blessing on his head'! 
And while in that vast solitude to which 
The tfde of things has led htm^ he appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
^nblam'd, uninjured, let him bear about - 
The good 'which the benignant law of heaven 
H^s hung around him ; and^ while life is his. 
Still let him prompt the unlettered Villagers 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
Then let him pass, a blessing on his head! ' 
And^ long as he can wander, let him Ix-eathe 



161 

The 6e!^ne88 of ttie ^rd^ieU f let Us Uood^ 
Struggle with frosty air and winter inio#s *, 
And let the- chailier*d wind that sweeps the heath 
Beat his gcey locks' against his wither*d £ice. 
Reverence the hope whose vital amdoosness 
Gives the last Juimui interest to 14s h^rt; 
May never Housb, misnamed of Inbustkt ! 
Make him a captive ; for that pent-up din^ 
Those life-consuming sounds that clog the aiTj 
Be his the natural silence of old age. 
Let him be free of mountain solitudes ; 
And have around him^ whether heard or not^ 
The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 
Few are his pleasures ^ if his qres, which now 
Have been so long familiar with the earthy 
No more behold the horizontal sun 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a firee entrance to their languid orbs. 
Vol, U, L 
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Aiid let Iiu0« «t4«r» and ««bs be witt^ tit down 
Beneath the trees^ or b/ the gmsf hank 
Of high-way side^ and with die Ikde faMa 
Share his chance-gathefd meal: anA^iaaSf, 
As in the eye ofNsime he has liv'd. 
So in the eye ef NatnsB let Um die. 
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,MUR4L JUCetTECTURE. 



Tbere*8 George Fisher^ Charles Fienung^ and R^inald 

Shore^ 
Hiree ro8y-cheek*d School-bq^s^ the highest not more 
Than the height of a Counsellor's bag; 
To the top of Great How did it please them to dimb ; 
And there they built up vrithout mortar or lime 
A Man on the peak of the crag. 

/ 
They built him of stones gather*d up as they lay ; 

They bmlt him and christeii*d him all in one day^ 

An Urchin both vigorous and hale; 

And so wtthont scruple they eali'd him Ralph Jones. 

Now Ralph is renowned for the length of his bones 5 

The Magog of Legbertbwaite dale. 



I^^ 



Jttst half a week^ after the wind saOied forth^ 
Andj in smger dr merriment^ out of the Ndrft 
Coming on with a territde pother^ 
ftom the peak of the crag blev.'^e Giant away. 
And what did these School-boTs ?— -The very, next day 
They went and they built up another. 

—-Some little J*ve seen of blind boisterous works 
In Paris and London^ *mong Christians or Tnrks^ 
Spirits busy to do and undo : 

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag. 
— ^TheUj light-hearted Boys^ to the top of the Crag! 
And 1*11 build up a Giant with you. 



Great How is i single and conspicuous hill, which rises rowird^ 
the foot of Thid-mere, on the western side of the beautiful dale, 
of LegberthwaitCy along the high road between Keswick and 
Ambleside. 
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J POETs EPITAPH. 



Art thoa a Statesman^ in the van 
Of public business train'd and bred^ 
— Birst leaqi to love one living man 5 
Then may'st thoa think upon the dead* 

A Lawyer art thou?— draw not nigh; 
Go^ cany to some other place 
The hardness of thy coward eye> 
Hie falshood of thy ssdlow face. 

Art thou a Man of purple cheer ? 
A rosy Man^ right plump to see > 
Approach 3 yet Doctor^ not too 
This gr&ve no cushion is for thee. 
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Art thoa a man of gallant pride> 
A Sddierj and no nym <^ chaff ? 
Wdcome !— -bat lay thy sword aside^ 
And lean upon a Peasant^s staff. 

Physician art thoa ? One^ all eyes^ 
Philosopher! a fingering slavCj 
One that would peep and botanize 
Upon his mother's grave } 

Wrapp*d closely in thy senso^ fieeoe 
O turn aside^ and take^ I prayj 
That he below may rest in peace^ 
Thy pin-point of a sool away ! 

^ -—A Moralist perchance aj^ars ; 
Led^ Heaven knows how ! to this poor sod : 
And He has neither eyes nor ears ^ 
Himself his world, and his own God| 
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One to vfase smoodi-nibbM nul can diiig 
Nor fonn nor fedkig gvcat noffiBiaB I 
A leasopiiigj self-sofficiciit tliiog:»\ 
AomteUectaalAllinAtti 

Shut dose the door ! press down tkebkb: 
Sleep in tb^ inteUectodi cnisl I 
Nor lose ten tickings ot thy vatcb. 
Near &is unprofitatde dust 

But who k He^ with modest looks^ 
And dad in homd^ russet brown? 
He murmurs near the running brooks 
A music sweeter than their own. 

He is retired as noontide dew^ 
Or fountain in a noonday grove; 
And 70U must lore him^ ere to 7011 
He will seem worthy of your lore* 
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Tlie outwani ihewa cfAj and eaitli. 
Of hill and valk^ he has Ticw'd; 
And unpuls^s of deeper luith 
Have come to him to solititde. 



a thingB that rotind ui lie . 
gome random trutlu he can impart, 
—The harvest of a quiet eye 
That broods and sleeps on hi« own heact. 

But he is weak, both Man and Bof, 
Hath been an idler in die land ; 
Contented if be might enjoy 
The things which othcra undcntand. 

— Come lutherinthy boorof itrength; 
Come, weak as is a breaking wave ! 
Here stretch thy body at fiill length ; 
Or build thy house upon this ^ve.^ 
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J FRAGMENT. 



Between two sister moorland rllb 

There is a spot that seems to lie 

Sacred to flowrets of the hills^ 

And sacred to the sky. 

And in this smooth, and open deU 

There is a tempest-stricken tr^ } 

A comer-stone by lightning cat^ 

The last stone of a cottage hut; 

And in this dell joa see 

A thing no storm can e*er destroy^ 

The shadow of a Danish Boy. 

In clouds above^ the Lark is heard^ 
He sings his blithest and His best} 



^^- 
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But in this lontaome nook tbeBivd 

Did never baiU his nest. 

No Beast^ no Bird hath here his homes 

The Bees boane on the breeqr^ 
PM high above those £ragrant bells 
To other flowOBj to other ddls^ 
Nor ever linger there. 
The Danish B07 walks here akme : 
The lovely dell is all his ovn. 

A spirit of noon day is he, ' 

He seems a Form of flesh and Uood ; 

Ndr piping Shepherd shall he be^ 

Nor Herd-boy of the wood. 

A r^;al vest of fur he wears. 

In colour like a r^ven^s wing ; 

It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dcwj 

But in the storm 'tb fresh and Uue 

As budding pines m Spring; 
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His hdmet bu 8 rctnsi grdce. 
Fresh as the Uoom upon his face. 

A harp is fiom his du)iiUdr shii^: 
He rests the harp upon his knee; 
And there in a forgotten tongue 
He warbles melody. 
Of flocks upon the ndg^bouring hiUs 
He is the darling and the joy 3 
And oflen^ when no cause appears^ 
The mountain ponies prick their ears^ 
They hear the Danish Boy, 
While in the dell he sits alone 
Beside the tree and comer-stone. 

There sits he : in his face you spy 
No trace of a ferocious air. 
Nor ever was a cloudless sky 
So steady or so fair. 
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The lovdy J)8iii«b Bey i* ^^ 
And happjr in his floweiy cove: 

From bloody deeds his thoughts are fiu:; 

And yet he warbles songs of war i 

They seem like songs of love. 

For calm and^gentle is his mien ; 

like a dead Boy he is serene. 



POEMS 



ON THI 



I^AMING OF PLACES. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

By Persons resident in the country and attadied to mnl 
objects, many places will be found unnamed or of 
unknown names, where little Incidents will have 
occoned, or feelings been experienced, which will have 
given to such places a private and peculiar interest. 
F^om a wish to give some sort of record to such Inci- 
dents or renew the gratification of such Feelings, Names 
have been given to Places by the Author and some ef 
hit Friends, and the foUowing Fota^ written in con- 
sequence. 
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POEMS on the NJMING of PLACES. 



I, 



It was an Apnl nKmii^ : fresh and dear - 

1 

The Rivulet^ delighting in ite $treQgth^.; 

Ran with a young man's speed ; and yet the voice 

Of waters which the winter had supplied 

Was soflen'd down into a vernal tone. - 

The spirit of ei^oyment and desire^ 

And hopes and wishes^ from dl living things 

Went drcling, like a multitude of sounds. 

Thehuddingf^oves appear*d as if inhjutc 

To spur the steps of June j as if their shades 

Of various greeO: were hindrances that stood 

Vol. II. M 
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Between them and their object : yet, meanwhile^ 

TBete was such deep contentment in the air 

That cveiy naked ash, and tardy tree 

Yet leafless, seem'd as though Ihe countenance 

With which it looked on this delightful day 

Were native to the summer. — Up the brook 

I roam*d in the confusion of my heart. 

Alive to all things and fotgetting all. ^ 

At length I to a suddeih turning came 

In thin^ continuous glen, where down a rock 

The stream, so ardent in its course before, • 

Sent forth such sallies of glad sounds that all 

Which I till then had heard, appear'd the voice 

Of common pleasure : beast and bird, the Lamb, 

The Shepheid*8 Dog, the Lirihet and the Thrush 

Vied with tills Waterifall, and made a song' ' ^ 

Which; while I'Hsten'd, seem'd like the wild growth 

Or like 'some natural produce' of the air 

That could not cease to be. Green leaves were herjc. 
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But 'twas the foliage of the rocks, the birch, 
*rhe yew, the holly, andthe bright green thorn. 
With hanging islands of resplendant furze : 
And on a summit, diftta&t a short space^ 
By any who should look beyond the dell^ 
A single mountain Cottage might be see^. 
I gaz'd and gaz*d, and to myself I said^ 
'^ Our thought* at least are oixrs $ and titis wild nobk, 
^* My EMMik^ I will dedicate to thee*" 
-^Soon did the spot becoma my other hofB€> 
My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. 
And, of the Shepherds who have seen* me there^ 
To whom I sometimes in our idle talk 
Have told this &ncy, two or three^ perhaps;^ 
Years ailer we are gone and in our graves. 
When they have cause to speak of this wild [dace/ - 
May call it by the name of £mma^s DeLz.# 
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. n. 



To JOJNNJ. 

Amid the smoke of cities ^ 7011 pass 

Year time of taxly yooth j and there )roa learo'd^ 

From years of quiet indnstiy^ to love 

Hie Uying Beings by your own fire-side. 

With such a strong devotion, that your heart 

Is slow towards the S3rmpathies of them 

Who look upon the hills with tenderness. 

And make dear friendships with thestreams and graves. 

Ycft we, who are transgressors in this kindj. 

Dwelling retired in our simplicity 

Among the woods and fields^ we love yon well, 

Joanna.! and I guess, since you have been 
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I 

So distant from us now for two long yestrs. 
That you will gladly Ibten to discourse 
However trivial^ if you thence are taught 
That they^ with whom yon once were happy^ talk 
Familiarly of you and of old times. 

While I was seated^ now some ten days past^ 
Beneath those loffy firs^ that overtop 

Their ancient neighbour^ the old Steeple tower, 

< 

The Vicar from his gloomy house hard by 
Came forth to greet me^ and when he had ask'd, 
*^ How fares Joanna^ that wild-hearted Maid ! 
'^ And when ^1 she return to us ?" he paus'd } 
Andj after short exchange of village news^ 
He with grave looks demanded^ for what cause, 
fleviving obsolete Iddatry^ 
I, like a Runic Priest^ in characters 
Of formidable sise, had chisel'd out 
Some uncouth name upon the native rock^ 
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Above the Botha, by the ^rest side. 
^-Now;, by those doir iouQaoities of heart 
Engendered betwpct malice and trae love, 
I was ^t loth to be so catechized. 
And this was my reply.—*' As it befd. 
One summer morning we had walked abroad 
At break of day, Joanna and myself. 






*' "— Twas that delightful season, when the broom, 
^ Full flower'di and visible on every steep^ 
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Along the copses runs in veins <^gold. 

*' Our pathway led us on to Rotha*i& banks ; 

'' And wliQn. we came iu fVont of that tall rock 

'^, Which looks towards the East, I there stopp*d short. 
And traced the lofbjr barrier with my eye 
From base to sununit ) such ddight I found 

^* To note in shrub and tvee, in stone and flower> 

*^ That intermixture of delicious hues. 
Along so vast a sur&ce, all at once. 
In one impression, by connecting force 
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*^ Of their own beauty^ in^ag^d in the heart 
•^When I had gaz*d perhaps two minutes' space> 
Joanna^ looking in my eyesy beheld 
'^ That ravishm^t of mine> and laugh*d aloud. 
*' Therock^ like something, starting from a sleep> 
*^ Took up the Lady's voice^ and lau^*d again : 
'' That ancient Woman seated on Helm-crag 
Was re^dy with her cavern 5 Hammar-Scar, 
And the tall Steep. of SUver-HQw sent forth 
A noise pf laughter j southern Loughrigg heard 
'^ And Fairfield answered with a mountan tone : . . 
" Helvellyn far intq the clear blue sky 
*' Carried the Lady's voiccj — old^kiddaw blew 
^' His speaking trumpet ;-^back out of the clouds 
'^ Of Glaramara southward came the voice \ 
^^ And Kirkstone toss*d it from his misty head» 
''•Now whether," (said I to our cordial Friend . 
Who in the hey-day of astonishment 
Smiled in my face) f ' this were in simple truth 
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*' A work accomplish'd by the brotherhood 
*' Of ancient mountains^ or my ear was touched 
** With dreams and visionaiy impulsei, 
'' Is not for me to tell -, bat sure I am 

That there was a loud uproar in the hills. 

And, while we both were listening, to my side 
" The fair Joanna drew, as if she wish*d 
^^ To shelter from some object of her fear. 
<' —And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen moons 
** Were wasted^ as I chanc*d tawalk alone 
" Beneath this rock, at sun-rise, on a calm 
'* And silent morning, I sate down, and there, 
^^ In memory of afiections bid and true, 
'* I chissel*d out in those rude characters 
'* Joanna's name upon the living stone. 
*' And I, and all who dwell by my fire-side 
" Have call*d the lovely rock, JoANNii's Rock." ' 



NOTE.. 

In Cumberland and Westmoreland an sereral Inscriptions, 
upon the native toc\, which, from tt^e wasting of time. 
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and the rudeiMM of the Workimathip, had been mis- 
taken for Runic. They are withont doubt Roman. 



The Rotha, mentioned in this poem, is the River which, 
flowing thnmgh the Lakes of Grasmere and Rydale, fidls 
into Wjrndermere. On Hclm-Cfag,^hat impressive single 
Mountalh at the head of the Vale of Grasmere, is a Rock 
which from most points of view bears a striking resem- 
blance to an Old Woman cowering. Close by this rock is 
one of thoae Fissures or Caverns, which in the language 
of the Country are called Dungeons. Most of the 
Mountains here mentioned immediately surround the 
vale of Grasmere; of the others, some are at a cenii- 
derable distance, but they belong to the same cluster. 
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III. 



There is an Emiaence^— of these our hills 
The last that parleys with the setting sun. 
We can behold it from our Orchard-seat -, 
And, when at evening we pursue our walk 
Along the public way, this CliiF^ so high 
Above usj and so distant in its height^ 
Is visible^ and often seems to send 
Its own deep quiet to restore our hearts. 
The meteors make of it a favorite haunt : 
The star of Jove^ so beautiful and large 
In the mid heav'ns, is never half so fair 
As when he shines above it. Tis in truth 
The londiest place we have among the clouds. 



* 
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And She who dwells with me, whom I have lov'd 
With such communion^ (liat no place on earth 
Can ever be a solitude to me. 
Hath said^ this looesoine Peak, shall bear my Name. 
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IV. 



A narrow girdle of rough stones and crags^ 

A rade and natural causeway^ interposed 

Between the water and a winding slope 

Of copse and thicket^ leaves the eastern shore 

Of Grasmere aafe in its own privacy. 

And there^ myself and two beloved Friends, 

One calm September mornings ere the mist 

Had altogether yielded to the sun. 

Sauntered on this retir*d and di£$cult way. 

■ 1 11 suits the road with one in ha$te> but we 

Play*d with our time; and, as we strolled along,. 

It was our occupation to observe 

Such objects as the waves had t06s*d ashore. 
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Feather^ or leaf, or vteoi, or withcr*d bo&gh. 

Each on the other heap*d along .the line 

Of the dry wreck. And^ in our vacant mood. 

Not seldom did we stop to watch some toft 

Of dandelion seed or thiftle's beard. 

Which, seeming lifeless half> and half impell*d 

By some internal feeling, skimm*d along 

Close to die sur&ce of the lake that lay 

Asleep in a dead calm-— ran closely on 

Along the dead calm lake, now here, now there/ 

In all its sportive wanderings all the while 

Making report of an invisible breeze 

That was its wings, its chariot, and its horse. 

Its very playmate, and its moving soul. 

And often, trifling with a privilege 

Alike indulg*d to all, we paus*d, one now. 
And now the other, to point out, perchance 
To pluck, some flower or water-weed, too £ur 
Either to be divided flrom the place 
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On which it gtew, or to be left Hlone 

To its own beaaty. Many soch there are^ 

Fair Perns and Flowers^ and chiefly that tall Fere 

So statdy, of the Queen Osnnmda nam'd ) 

Plant lovelier in its bwn retired abode 

On 6rasmere*s beach^ than Naiad by the side 

Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere 

Sole-sitting by the shores of old Romance. 

— So fared we that sweet morning : from the fields. 

Meanwhile, a noise was heard, the busy mirth 

Of Reapers, Men and Women, Boys and Girl^. 

Delighted much to listen to those sounds. 

And, in the fiishion which I have described. 

Feeding unthinking tocies, we advanced 

Along the indented shore ; when suddenly, 

Through a thin veil of glittering haze, we saw 

Before us on a point of jutting land 

The tall and upright figure of a Man 

Attir'd in peasant | ^arb^ who stood alone 
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Angling besidie the margin of a lake. 
That ymf we tum'd our steps ; nor was it long, 
Bie, linking ready coiximents on the sight 
Which then we saw> with one and the ^ame vdce 
We all criecl ont^ that he must be indeed 
An idle man^ who thus could lose a day 
Of the mid hariirest^ when the labourer's hire • 
Is ample, and some little might be stor*d 
Wherewith to cheer hub in the winter time. 
Thus talking of that Peasant we approach*d 
Close to the spot where with his rod and line 
He stood alone *, whereat he tum*d his head 
To greet us-^and we saw a Man worn ddwn 
By sickness, gaunt and lean, with sunkeQ cheeks 
And wasted limbs, his legs so long and lean 
That for my single self I look*d at them. 
Forgetful' of the body they sustained. — 
Too weak to labour in the harvest field. 
The Man was using his best skill to gain 
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A pittance firom the dead imfiseling Ukr 

T^ knew not of his wants. I will not nj 

What tbooghts immediately were aan, nor boir 

The. hapff idleness of that sweet mom. 

With all its lovely images^ was changed 

To serious musing and to self-xeproach. 

Nor did we fail to see within ourselves 

What need there is to be reserv*d in speech. 

And temper all our thoughts with charity. 

-^Therefove, unwilling to forget that day. 

My Friend, Myself, and She who then leceiv'd 

T^e same admonishment, have call'd the place 

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 

As e*er by Mariner was giv*n to Bay 

Or Foreland on a new-disGover*d coast. 

And, PoivT RASR-^JuDGMBinr is the Name it bean. 
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V. 



To if. if. 

Ourivalk was far among the adcient trees ; 

There was no road'nor any wood^man^s padi ; - 

But the thick umbrage^ checking the wild growth 

Of weed and saplings on the soft green torf 

* 
Beneath the branches of itsdf had noade 

A track which brought us to a slip of lawn. 

And a small bed of water in the woods. 

All round this pool both flocks and herds might drink 

On its firm mardn, even as from a Well, 

Or some Stone-bason which the Herdsman's hand y 

Had shap*d for their refreshment) nor did sun 

Vol. II. N 
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Or wind from any qoarter ever come. 
But as a blessings to this calm recess. 
This glade of water and this one green field. 
The spot was made by Nature for herself: 
The travellers know it not^ and 'twill remsun 
Unknown to them; but it is beautiful. 
And if a man should plant his cottage near. 
Should slfi^b^iteiith Uie sbeltcrof its trees» 
And U^d its water? with bi^ daily meal. 
He would so love it that in his death hour 
Its image would survive amo^g his thoughts : 
Andj therefcxe, mj sweet Mabt^ this still xwk: 
With all it9 beeches we have named 6)t You. 
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LINES 

AtEFBHim. 



How rich the wave, in finoht, imprest 
With evening twilighfs summer hues. 
While, facing thus the crimson west. 
The Boat her silent course pursues ! 
And see how dark the backward stream! 
A little moment past, so smiling ! 
And still, perhaps, with Ruthless gleam. 
Some other Loitecer b^uiling* 
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Sadi views the joudilbl Bard aUore; 
Baty hcedlcw of the foDowing ^oom. 
He deems their oolbtus shall eDdme 
im peace go with him to the tomb* 
—And let him mine his fond decdt> 
And what if he mnst die in sorrow ! 
Who would not cherish dreams so sweety 
Thoof^ grief and pain may come to-morrow ? 
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REMEMBRJNCE of COLLINS, 

fPri/ten MpotI the ThAmer^ mar ttichmond. 



Glide gently^ tiius for ever* glide 
O Thames ¥ that other Bardf may see 
As lovely visidns by thy side 
As now, fair Biver ! come to me. 
Oh glide, fair Stream 1 for ever so ; 
Thy quiet soid on aU bestowing. 
Till all our minds for ever flow. 
As thy deep waters now are flowing. 

Vain thoi^t! yet be as now thou art^ 
That in thy waters may be seen 
Hie image of a poet's heart. 
How bright^ how solemn, how serene ! 
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Such as did once the Poet UtsB, 
Who, pouring here a * later ditty. 
Could find no refuge irom distress, * 
But in the milder grief of pitj* 

Now Tet us, as we float along, 
Por Aim suspend the dashing oar j 
And pray that never child of Song. 
May know that Poet*f sorrows nioc^ 
How calm! how. still! the only soundt 
The dripping of the oar suspended ! 
-^The evening darkness gathers round 
By virtue*s holiest Powers attended. 



^ Collins's Ode on the death of Thompsony the last writ- 
ten, I believe, of the poems which were published dur- 
ing his lifB^tiae. Thi^Orit is alM alloded Ip in the Mxt 
stanza. 
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Tie TWO THIEVES, 



Or tU hat Staffs 4 AfTARICE. 



Oivnow that the genius of Bewick were mine^ 
And the skill which he leam'd on the Banks of theTyne ! 
Then the Muses imght deal with me just as they chose^ - 
For rd take my last leave both of verse and of prose; 

What feats would I work with my magical hand ! 
Book learning and books should be banish*d the lai^d : • 
And for hunger and thirst and such troublesome calls ! 
Every Ale-house should-then have a feast on Its walls. 
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He Travdier would hang his wet dothes on a chair ; 
Let them smdlu:^ let them bum^ not a straw would he carejT 
For the Prodigal Son^ Joseph's Dream and his Sheaves^ 
Oh what would they be to my tde of two Thieves ! 

Little Dan is unbreech'd^ he is three birth-days old ; 
His Grandsire Uiat age more than thirty times told -, 
There are junety good seasons of fair and foul weather 
Between them^ and both go a stealing together. 

With chips is the Carpenter strewing hk floor? 
Is a cart-load of peats at an old Woman's door ? 
Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will slide y 
And his Grandson's as busy at work'by his side. 

Old Daniel begins^ he stops short— and his eye 
Through the lost look of dotage is cunning and sly. 
Tis a look which at this time is hardly his own^ 
But Iflis a plain tale of the days that are flown. 
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Dan onoehod aiieflrt which was mov^d by the^wirss 
Of manifold pleasures and many desires : 
And what if he cherished his purse > *Twas namoie 
Than treading a ^atbtrod by thousands before. 

Twas a path trod by thousands ; but Daniel is on^ 
Who went something farther than others have gone : 
'And now with old Daniel yon see how it Area j 
You see to what end he has brought his grey hairs« 

The Pair sally forth hand In hand : ere the sun 
Has peered o*er the beeches their work is begun : 
And yet^ into wha^tever sin they may fall^ 
This Child but half knows it and that not at all. 

They hunt through the streets with deliberate tread> 
And each in his turn is both leader and led ; 
Andj wherever they cany thdr plots and their wiles, 
Every face in the village is dimpled with smiles. 
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Ntttber.difeck^d If tbe ikh ii«r &e iieedy &e7rDam $ 
For grey-headed Dan faai ft daughter at tioate. 
Who nviU gkdif Kpsdir all tbe dam^ iha^n doMi 
And three^ weio k ask*d, ^roidd be rendered for one. 

Old Man I whom so oft I with pity have ey'd, 
I love thee and love the sweet Boy at thy side : ' 
Long yet may'st thoa live^ for a teacher we see 
That lifb up the vdl of our nature in thee. 
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A wlurl-blast from behind the hill 
Rush*d o*er the wood with startling sound : 
Then all at once the air was stilly 
And showers of hail-stones pattef d round. 
Where leafless Oaks tower'd high above^ 
I sate within an undergrove 
Of tallest hollies, tall and greea $ 
A fairer bower was never seen* 
From year to year the spacious floor 
With withered leaves is cover*d o'er. 
You could not lay a hair between : 
And all the year the bower is green. 
But see ! where'er the hailstones drop 
The wither'd leaves all skip and hop^ 
There's not a breeze— 'uo breath of air- 
Yet here^ and there, and every where ' 
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Along the floor^ beneath the shade 
By those embowering hollies made. 
The leaves in m3rriad8 jump and spring. 
As if with pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there. 
And all those leaves, that jump and spring,. 
Were each a joyous, living thing. 

Oh ! grant me Heaven a heart at ease. 
That I may never cease to find. 
Even in appearances like these 
Enough to nourish and to stir my mindf 
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WANDERING JEfV. 



Though the torrents irom their fountains 
Roar down many a craggy steep. 
Yet they find among the mountains 
Resting-places cahn and deep. 

Though almost with eagle pnion 
O'er the rocks the Chamois roamj 
Tet he has some umall dominion 
Which^ no doubt^ he calls his home. 

If on windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancing skiff. 
Not the less he loves his haven 
On the bosooGi (rf'the cliff. 



fi06 

Though the Sea-horse in the ocean 
Own no dear domestic cave ; 
Yet he slumbers without motion 
On the calm and silent wava* 

Day and night my toils redouble I 
Never nearer to the goal. 
Night and day, I feel the trouble 
Of the Wandqrer in my soul. 



MICHAEL, 



PASTORAL fOSM, 
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MICHAEL, 

A PASTORAL POEM. 



If from the public way you turn your steps 
Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Gill, 
You will suppose that with an upright path 
Your feet must struggle $ in such bold ascent 
The pastoral Mountains fh>nt you> face to face. 
But, courage ! for beside that boisterous Brook 
The mountains have all open'd out themselves. 
And made a hidden valley of their own« 
No habitation there is seen > but such ^ 

As journey thither find themselves alone 
With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites 
That overhead are sailing in the sky« 
V9I. II. O 
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It is in truth an utter solitude. 

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell 

But for one object which you might pass by. 

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 

There is a straggling heap of unhewn stones ! 

And to that place a story appertains. 

Which, though it be ungarnish'd with events. 

Is not unfit, I deem, for the fire*side. 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first. 

The earliest of those tales that spsike to mc 

Of Shepha-ds, dweUeis in the rallies, men 

Whom I already loT*d, not veniy 

For their own sakes, b«tt for the fields and hills 

Where was their oocopatioQ and abode. 

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy 

Careless of books, yet having felt the power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objects led me •on to fisel 

For passions that were not my own, and think 



(4t random and imperfectly indeed) 
On man^ the heart of mai\» and human life« 
Therefore^ although it be a history 
Homely and rude^ I will relate the same 
For the delight of a few natural heart9> 
And with yet fendcar feelings for the sake 
Of youthful Poets, who among these Hilb 
Will be my second self when. I am gone. 



Upon the Forest-side in Grasmere Vale 
There dwelt a Shepherd^ Michael was his name. 
An Old Man> stout of heart, and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength : his mind Was keen 
Intense and frugal, apt for all afiairs. 
And in his Shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinaiy noen* 
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Hence he had leam'd the meaning of all winds^ 
Of blasts of every tone; and^ oftentimes. 
When others heeded not. He heard the South 
Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of Bagpipers on distant Highland hills ; 
llie Shepherd, at such warning, of his flock 
Bethought him, and he to himself would say, 
" The winds are now devising work for me!'* 
And, truly, at all times the storm, that drives 
The Traveller to a shelter, sunmion'd hun 
Up to the mountains : he had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists. 
That came to him and left him on the heights » 
So livM he till his eightieth year was passed. 

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose 
Tliat the green Valleys, and the Streams and Rocks 
Were things indifferent to the Shepherd's thoughts. 
Fields, where with chearful spirits he had breath*d 



The common air j the hills^ wbidi he so dft 

Had climbed with vigorous steps ; which had impressed 

So many incidents upon his mind 

Of hardship, skill or courage, jay or fear ^ 

Which like a book preserv'd the memoiy 

Of the dumb animals, i^hom he had sav*d. 

Had fed or shelter'd, linking to such acts, - 

So grateful in themselves, the certainty r 

Of honorable gains > these fields, these hills. 

Which were his living Being, even more 

Than his own blood— what could they less > had hid 

Strong hold on his affections, were to him 

A pleasurable feeling of blind love. 

The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

He had not passed his days in singleness. 
He had a Wife, a comely Matron, old 
Though younger than himself fuU twenty year?. 
She was a woman of a stirring life 
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Whose hevt was iafaerhaoae: twd'wtiecbsbehad 
Of andqae fycm, this large for spinning wool> 
That small for fLxL, and if one wheel had rest^ 
It was because the other was at work. 
The Pair had bat one Inmate in their house. 
An onljr Child, who had been bom to them 
When Michael telling o*er his years began 
To deem that he was old, in She{^erd*s phrase. 
With one foot in the grave. This only Son, 
With two brave Sheep-dogs tried in many a storm. 
The one of an inestimable w(»th. 
Made all their Household. I may truly say. 
That they were as a proverb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was gone. 
And from their occupations out of doors 
The Son and Father were come home, even thei) 
Their labour did not cease ; unless when all 
Tam*d to dieir cleanly supper-b6ard, and there. 
Each with a mess of pottage and akimm'd milk> 
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Sate round tteir basket pil*d wkh oaten cakes^ 

And their plain home-made cheese. Yet whea their meal 

Was endedj Luke (for so the Son was nam*d) 

Aikl his old Father^ both betook themsdves 

To snch CQDtvenicol work, as ought employ 

Their hands bf the fiie-side; perhaps to card 

Wool for the House* wife*s spndlej or repair 

Some .injttiy done to sickle, flal, or scythe. 

Or other implement of house or field* 

Down from the cieiing by the chimney's edge^ 
Which in our ancient uncouth country style 
Did with a huge prelection oyerbrow 
Large space beneath, as duly as the light 
Of day grew dim, the House-wife hung a Lamp | 
An aged utensil, which had perform'd 
Service beyond all others of its kind* 
£arly at evening did it bum and late. 
Surviving Comrade ofnnoounted Houra 
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Which going by fiom year to year had (owad 

And left the couple neither gay peihaps 

Nor chearful^ yet with objects and with hopes^ 

Living a life of eager industry. 

And now^ when Luke was in his eighteenth year. 

There by the light of this old Lamp they sate. 

Father and Son, while late into the night 

The House-wife plied her own peculiar work. 

Making the cottage thro* the silent hours 

Murmur as with the sound of summer flies. 

Not with a waste of words, but for the sake 

Of pleasure, which I know that I shall give 

To many living now, I of this Lamp 

Speak thus minutely : for there arc no few 

Whose memories will bear witness to my tale. 

The Light was famous in its neighbourhood. 

And was a public Symbol of the life. 

The thrifty Pair had liv'd. For, as it chanc'd. 

Their Cottage on a plot of rising ground 



Stoo4«2i%le> with large prospect^ North bnd Scfutb, ' 

High into Easedak^ up to DmiiDal-Rai8e> 

And Weatwaid to the village near the Lake> 

And^ from this constant light so regular 

And so far seen, the House itsdf^ by all 

Who dvclt within the limits of the vale^ 

Both old and youngs was iiam*d The £v£2iin« Star. 

Thus living on through «uch a length of years^ 
The Shepherd^ if he lov'd himself, must needs 
Have lov*d his Help-mate ; but to M ichael*s heart 
This Son of his old age was yet more dear — 
Effect which might perhaps have been produc*d 
By that instinctive tenderness, the same 
Blind Spirit, which is in the blood of all— » 
Or that a child, more than all other gifts. 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts. 
And stirrings of inquietude, when they 
3y tendency of nature n^eds must &il. 
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Itemtud);, and other caiiM» to the thoqgfitt 
Of the old Man bis oofy Sop WW Dow 
The dearest ob|ect that he kncnr on eac& 
Exceeding was the love he hare to hiaij 
His Heart and his Heart's joy ! For oAentimea 
Old Michael^ while he was a habe in arms, 
. Had done him female service, not alone 
For dalliance and delight, as is the use 
Of Fathers, but with patient mind enfbrc'd 
To acts of tenderness ; and he had rockU 
His cradle with a woman's gentle hand. 

And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy 

Had put on Boy*s attire, did Michael love. 

Albeit of a stem unbending mind. 

To have the young one in his sight, when he 

Had work by his own door, or when he sate 

With sheep before him on his Shepherd's stool. 

Beneath that large old Oak, which near their door 
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Stood^ and* from its enonnous breadth of tbade ' 
Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the lun^ 
Thence in oar mstic dialect was call'd 
The Clipping Treb*^ a name which yet it bears* 
There> while they two were sitting in the shade^ . 
With others roimd them^ earnest all and blithe^ * 
Would Michael exercise his heart with looks 
Of fond correction and reproof bestow'd 
Upon the Child> if he disturbed the sheep 
By catching at their legs^ or with his shouts 
Scared them^ while they lay still beneath the shears. 

And when by Heaven's good grace the Boy grew up 
A healthy Lad> and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old> 
Then Michael from a winter coppice cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which he hoop'd 



• Clipping is the word used in the North of England for 
shearing. 
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Whh iix>n^ making it throughout in all 

Due requisites a perfect Shepherd's Sta£^ 

And gave it to the B07 -, wherewith equipp'd 

He as a Watchman oHendmes was plac*d 

At gate cr gap, to stem or turn the flock ; 

And to his office prematurely call'd 

There stood the Urchin^ as you will divine^ 

Something between a hindrance and a help. 

And for this cause not always^ I believe^ 

Receiving from his Father hire of praise, 

Tliough nought was left undone which sta£F or wkx. 

Or looks^ or threatening gestures could perform. 

But soon as Luke^ full ten years did, could stand 
Against the mountain blasts^ and to the heights. 
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways. 
He with his Father daily went, and they 
Were as companions, why should I relate 
That objects which the Shepherd lov*d before 
Were dearer now ? that firom the Boy there came 
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Feelings and emanations^ things which were 

Light to the sun and music to the wind > 

And that the Old Man*s heart seem'd bom again. 

Thus in his Father's sight the Boy grew up : 
And now when he had reach'd his eighteenth year^ 
He was his comfort and his daily hope. 



While in the fashion which I have described 

This simple Household thus were living on 

From day to day^ to Michael's ear there came 

Distressful tidings. Long before the time 

Of which I speaks the Shepherd had been bound 

In surety for his Brother's Son^ a man 

Of an industrious life^ and ample means^ 

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 

Had press'd upon him^ and old Michael now 



Was summoned to discharge the forfeitare^ 

A grievous penalty, but little less 

Tlian half his substance. This unlocked ibr chioi^ 

At the first hearings for a moment tpok 

More hope oat of his life than he supposed 

Hiat any old man ever could have lost 

As soon as he had gathered so much strength 

That he could look his trouble in the face. 

It seem'd that his sole refuge was to sell 

A portion of his patrimonial fields. 

Such was his first resolve 5 he thought again. 

And hb heart failed hinu *' Jsabd," said he. 

Two evenings after he had heard the news, 

'^ I have been toiling more than seventy years, 

'' And in the open sun-shine of God's love 

'^ Have we all liv'd, yet if these fields of ours 

*' Should pass into a Stranger's hand, I think 

*' That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 

" Our lot is a hard lot) the Sun itself 
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'^ Has scarcely /been more diligent than I* 
" And I have liv*d to be a fool at la$t 
*' To my own family. An evil Man 
^' That was^ and made an evil chcHce^ if he 
^ Were false to us ^ and if he were not false^ 
** There are ten thousand to whom loss like thia 
*' Had been no sorrow. I forgive him — but 
^* Twere better to be dumb than to talk thuf . 
^' When I began^ my purpose was to speak 
*' Of remedies and of a chearful hope. 
^^ Our Luke shall leave us^ Isabel ^ the land 
Shall not go from us^ and it shall be free ; 
He shall possess it^ free as is the wind 
That passes over it. We have^ thou knowest^ 
** Another Kinsman — he will be our friend 
^' In this distress. He is a prosperous man^ 
*^ Thriving in trade^-and Luke to him shall gOy 
-' And with his Kinsman's help and his own thrift 
*' He quickly will iqpair this loss^ and then 
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May come dgaia to us. If here he stay^ 
What can be done? Where every one u poor 
What can be gained V* At this^ the old man pans^d^ 
And Isabel sate silent^ for her mind 
Was busy^ looking back into past times. 
There's Richard Bateman^ thought she to herself^ 
He was a Parish-boy — at the Church-door 
They made a gathering for him^ shillings^ pence^ - 
And halfpennies^ wherewith the neighbours bought 
A Basket^ which they filled with Pedlar*s wares 5 
And with this Basket on his arm^ the Lad 
Went up to London^ found a Master there^ 
Who out of many chose the trusty Boy 
To go and overlook his merchandise 
Beyond the seas^ where. he grew wond*rous rich. 
And left estates and monies to the poor^ 
And at his birth-place built a Chapel^ floored 
AVith Marble^ which he sent fix>m foreign lands. 
These thoughts^ and. many others of like sort^"". - * 
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Pass*d quicklx* tbrough the mind of Isabel^ ' 
And her ^ce brightened. The Old Man was glad. 
And thus restUnM. ** Well ! Isabel, this scheme 
'* These two days has been meat and drink to mc. 
*' Far more than we have lost is left us yet.. 
" —We. have enough— I wish indeed that I 
'* Were youngeri but this hope is a good hope. 
*' —Mafe ready. Luke's best garments, of the best 
'* Buy fox him more, and let us send him forth 
** To-moirow, or the next day, or to-night :• 
" — ilf he coukl go, the Boy should go to-night.'* 
Here Michael ceas*d, and to the fields went forth' 
With a light heart The House-wife for. five days 
Was restless morn and night, and all day long 
Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare • 
Things needful for the journey of her Son. 
But Isabel wi^ glad wheri Sunday came 
To, stop her in her work : for,, when she lay 
By Michael's side, she for the two last nights 

Vol. II. p 
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Heard him^ iiow he was troubled in bk deep: 
And when tiiey rose at morning she could see 
That all his hopes were gone. That dsy at nooii 
She said to Luke> whfie they two by themselves 
Were sitting at the door^ ** Tboa must not go. 
We have no other diild but thee to lose. 
None to remember--do not go away^ 
For if diou leave thy Father he will die.'* 
The Lad made answer with a jocund voice; 
And Isabel, when ^ had told her fean, 
Recover'd heart. That evemng hca: best faie 
Did she bring forth^ and all together sate> 
like happy people round a Christmas fire. 

Next morning Iss^^el resum'd her work ; 
And all the ensuing week the house appeared 
As cheerful as a grove in Spring : at length 
The expected letter from thdr Kinsman came» 
With kind assurances that he would do 
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His utmost for the welfare of Uie Eoy, 
To which requests were added that forthwith 
He might be sent to him. Ten timies or more 
The letter was read over 3 Isabel 
Went fi>rth to shew it to the neighbours round 
Nor was there at that time on English Land 
A prouder heart than Luke*s, When Isabel 
Had to her house retum'd, the Old Man said^ 
*' He shall depart to«morrow." To this word 
The House-wife answered, talking much of things 
Which^ if at such short notice he should go^ 
Would surely be forgotten. But at length 
She gave consent, and Michad was at ease. 

Near the tumultuous tareok of Green-head Gill^ 
In that deep Valley, Michael had design'd 
To build a sheep-fold ; and, before he heard 
The tidings of his melancholy loss. 
For this same purpose he had gatber*d up 
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A heap of stones^ which dose to the hrook side 
Lay thrown together, ready for the work. 
With Luke diat evening thitherward he walk*d ; 
And soon as they had reach'd the place he stopped. 
And thus the Old Man spake to him. '' My Son^ 

■ 

" lb-morrow thou wilt leave me : with ftdl heart 
" I look upon thee, for thou art the same 
** That wert a promise to me ere thy burth, 
*' And all thy Hfe hast been my daily joy. 
'* I will relate to thee some little part 
Of our two histories 3 'twill do thee good 
When thou art from me, even if I should speak 

Of things thou canst not know of, ^After thou 

*' First cam'st into the world, as it befals 
,To new-bom infants, thou didst sleep away 
Two days, and blessings from thy P^ther^s tongue 
*' Then fell upon thee. Day by day pass*d on. 
And still I lov*d thee with encreasing love,. 
Never to living ear came sweeter sounds 
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*^ Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side 

" first uttering^ without words^ a natural tune^ 

'^ When thou^ a feeding babe^ didst in thy joy' 

^' Sing at thy Mother's breast. Month followed months 

*' And in the open fields my life was pass'd 

'^ And in the mountains^ else I think that thou 

" Hadst been brought up upon thy Father's knees. 

'< —But we were playmates^ Luke ; among these hills^ 

" As well thou know*st^ iii us the old and young 

'^ Have play*d together^ nor with me didst thou - 

'' Lack any pleasure which a boy can know." 

Luke had a manly heart 3 but at these words 

He sobb*d aloud 1 the Old Man grasp*d his hand^ 

And said^. '' Nay do not take it so— I see 

^' Thai these are things of which I need not speak. 

'< —Even to the utmost I have been to thee 

*' A kind and a good Father : and herein 

'^ I but repay a gift which I myself 

'^ Beceiv'd at others hands ; for> though now old ' 
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" Bqrood the common life of man^ I still 
" Remember Aem who knr'd me in mjr youth* 
'^ Both of them sleep together : here th^ liv*d> 
«« As all their Foitfathen had done^ and when 

*' At length thdr time was oome^ thejr were not loth 

" To gi^e their bodies to the fiunily mold. 

<^ I wish'd that thoa shoold'st lite the life they liy'd« 

** Bnt 'tis a long time to look back^ my Soo^ 

'* And see so little gain firom six^ years. 

<* Thepe fields wereborthen'd when they came to me ; 

•' IIU I was forty years c£ag(t, not more 

*' Than half of my inheritance was mine^ 

'< I toil*d and toil'd 5 God bless*d me in my work^ 

" And *t]]l these three weeks past the land was 6re. 

** —It lodks as if it never could endure 

*' Another Master. Heaven forgive me^ Luke, 

*' If I judge iU £ot thee, but it seems good 

"' That thou shotddtft go." At tliis the Old Man paus'd 5 

llKnj peiniMigto the Stones t&ear which tfaey stood. 
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Thus^ after a short silence, he resumed : 
'' This was a workfor us; and now> mj Son, * 
'' It is a work for me". But, lay one Ston^-* 
" Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands. 
** Nay, Boy, be of good hope : — ^we both may live 
" To see a better day. At eighty-four 
'' I still am strcmg and stout $--4o thou thy part, 
'^ I will do mine.— I will begin again 
** With many tasks that were resigned to thee f 
'' Up to the heights, and in among the storms, 
'* Will I without thee go again, and do 
*' All works'which I was wont to do alone. 
Before I knew thy face.— Heaven bless thee. Boy ? 
Thy heart, these t^'o weeks has been beating fast 
With many hopes — it should be so— yes — yes — 
'' J knew that thou could* st never have a wish 
** To leave me, Luke, thou hast been bound to me 
*' Only by hnks of love, when thou art gone 
" What will be left to us ! — But, I forget 
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*' My purposes. Lay now tlie comer-stone^ 

'' As I requested^ and hereafter^ Luke^ 

'' When thou art gone away^ should evil men 

" Be thy companions think of roe^ my Son^ 

" And of this moment ; hither turn thy thoughts 

" And God will strengthen thee : amid all fear 

" And all temptation^ Luke^ I pray that thou 

** May'st bear in mind the life thy Fathers liv'd, 

" Who^ being innocent^ did for that cause 

'* Bestir them in good deeds. No^^ fare thee well- 

'^ When thou retum*st thou in this place wilt see 

'* A work which is not here 3 a covenant 

" 'Twill be between us—— but whatever fete 

'' Befal thee, I shall love thee to the last, 

'^ And bear thy memory with me to the grave.** 

The Shepherd ended here : and Luke stoop'd dowD, 

And as his Father had requested, laid 

The first stone of the Sheep-fold J at the sight 
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Tke Old Man*8 grief broke from him^ to his heart 
He pressed his Son> he kissed him and wept ; 
And to the House together they, returned. 

Next mornings as had been resolv'd^ the Boy 
Began his journey^ and when he had reach'd 
The public Way^ he put oh a bold face ; 
And all the Neighbours as he pass'd their doors 
Came forth^ with wishes and with farewell pray*rs^ 
That fol]ow*d him 'till he was out of sight. 

A good report did from their Kinsman come^ 
Of Luke and his weU-doing : and the Boy 
Wrote loving letters^ full of wond*rou8 news> 
Which> as the House-wife phrased it^ were throughout 
The prettiest letters that were ever seen. 
Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts. 
So, many months pass*d on : and once again 
The Shepherd went about his daily work 
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With confident and dieerfiil thoughts ; and now 

Sonoetimes when he could find a lelrare hour 

He to that valley took his waj, and there 

Wrought at the Sheep*fold» Meantune Luke b^aa 

To slacken in his duty ^ and at length 

He in the dissolute city gave himsdf 

To evil courses : ignominy and shame 

Fell on him> so that he was driven at last 

To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas. 

There is a comfort in the strength of love 5 
'Twill make a thing endurable^ which else 
Would break the heart :--01d Michael found it so. 
I have conversed with more than one who well 
Kemember the Old Man, and what he was 
Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily firame had been from youth to age 
Of an* unusual strength. Among the rocks 
He went^ and still looked up upon the sun. 
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Andlisteo'dtothewind; and as before 
Perfonn*d all kinds of labour for his Sheep, 
And for the land his small inheritance. 
And to that hollow Dell from time to time 
Bid he repair^ to build the Fold <tf which 
His flock had need, lis not forgotten yet 
The pity which was then in every heart 
For the Old Man^^and *tis believed by all 
That many and many a day he thither went^ 
And never Hfled up a single stone. 

There^ by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen 
Sitting alone, with that his faithiiil Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at his feet. 
The length of full seven years from tim6 to time 
He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrought. 
And left ^e work unfinished when he died. 
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Three ytax$, or little more^ did Isabel, 
Survive her Husband : at her death the estate 
Was sold, and went into a Stranger*s hand. 
The Cottage which was nam*d Tlie Evening Star 
Is gone— the ploughshare Las been through the groond 
On which it stood 3 great changes have been wrought 
In all the neighbourhood 3 — ^yet the Oak is left 
That grew beside their Door 3 and the remains 
Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen 
Beside die boisterous brook of Green-head Gill. 



APPENDIX. 

See Preface, page XLiii.— " by what is usuaMy called 

Poetic Diction." 



A» perhaps I have no right to expect from a Reader 
of an introduction to a volume of Poems that at- 
tentive perusal ivithout which it is impossible, 
imperfectly as I have been compelled to express^ 
my meaning, that what I have said in die Prefaced 
should throughout be fully understood, I am tho 
more anxious to give an exact notion of the sense"^ 
in which I use the phrase foetk dktum^, and for' 
this purpose I will here add a few words concern- 
ing the origin of the phraseology which I hav^ 
condemned under that name.— r- The earliest 
Poets of idl nations generally wrote from passion 
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^excited by real events } they wrote naturally^ and 
as men : feeling powerfully as they did^ their lan^* 
guage was darings and figurative. In succeeding 
times^ Poets, and men ambitious of the fame of 
Poets, perceiving the influence of such lai^nagCj 
and desirous of producing the same effect, withoat 
having the same animating passion, set themsehrea 
to a mechanical adoption of those figures of speech, 
and made use of them, sometimes with propriety; 
•hut much more frequently applied them to feelings 
and ideas with which they had no natund connec- 
tion whatsoever, A language was thus insensibly 
produced, difeing materially fh>m the reallanguage 
oftxntninanysittuuim. The Header or Hearer of 
4fais distorted language fonnd himself in a per- 
turbed and unusual state of mind: whenafibcted 
-by the genuine language of passion he had been 
in a perturbed and imuaoal state of mind also : in 
both cases he was willing that his commm judg* 
•ment and und«rstanduig sbould be laid asleq), and 
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lie had no instinctiTe and infiUible peroeption of 
the Irae to make him rqect the Msc $ the one 
served as a passport for the other. The agitation 
•and confusion of mind were in both cases delight- 
iol^ andno winder if he oonfounded the one with 
the other^ and believed them both to be produced 
by the same^ or similar causes. Besides^ the Poet 
spake to him in the character of a man to be looked 
«p to, a man of genius and authority. Thus^ and 
from a variety of other causes^ this distorted lan- 
guage was received with admiration 3 and Poets, 
it is probable, who had before contented them- 
selves for the most pari with misappljing only 
expressions which at first had been dictated by real 
passion, carried the abuse still fiirther, and intro- 
duced phrases comiposed apparently in the spirit of 
the original figurative language of passion, yet alto- 
gether of their own invention, and distinguished 
by various degrees of wanton deviation from good 
:aense and nature. 
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It is indeed true that the language of the eailiesC 

* 

Poets -was fdt to difier materially horn ordinaiy 
language^ because it was the language of extraor-* 
dinary occasions 3 but it was really spoken by men^ 
language which the Poet himself had uttared when 
he had been affected by the events which he de- 
scribed^ or which he had heard uttered by those 
around him. To this language it is probable that 
metre of some sort or other was early superadded. 
This separated the genuine language of Poetry still 
further from common life, so that whoever read or 
heard the poems of these earliest Poets felt himself 
moved in a way in whidi he had not been accus<- 
tomed to be moved in real life^ and by causes ma- 
nifestly different from those which acted upon him 
in real life. This was the great temptation to all 
the corruptions which have followed : under the 
protection of this feeling succeeding^ Poets con- 
structed a phraseology which had one thing, it is 
true, in common with the genuine language of 
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^oetty^ ntaoAy, that it was not heard in ordinary 
conversation ; that it was unusual. But the first 
Poets, as I have said, spake a language which 
though unusual, was still the language of men. 
This circumstance, however, was disr^arded by 
their successors ^ they found that they could please 
by easier means : they became proud of a language 
which they themselves had invented, and which 
was uttered only by themselves > and, with the 
spirit of a fraternity, they arrogated it to them- 
selves as their own. In process of time metre 
became a symbol or promise of this unusual lan« 
guage, and whoever took upon him to write in 
metre, according as he possessed nx>re or less of 
true poetic genius, introduced less or more of this 
adulterated phraseology into hb compositions, and 
the true and the £dse became so inseparably inter* 
woven that the taste of men was graduaQy per** 
verted) and this laagu^e was received as a Datu<« 
Tsil bnguiig^s and> dt length, by the influence of 

Vol. II. Q 
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books upon men^ did to a certain degree really 
become so. Abuses of this kind were imported 
from one nation to another^ and with the progress 
of refinement this diction became daily more and 
more corrupt^ thrusting out of sight the plain hu* 
manities of nature by a motley masquerade of 
tricks^ quaintnesses^ hieroglyphics^ and enigmas. 

It woidd be highly interesting to point out the 
causes of the pleasure given by this extravagant 
and absurd language 5 but this is not theplace^ it 
depends upon a great variety of causes, but Upon 
none perhaps more than its influence in impressing 
a notion of the peculiarity and exaltation of the 
Poet's character, and in flattering the Reader's 
self-love by bringing him nearer to a sympadiy 
with that character 5 an diect which is accom* 

• 

plished by unsettling orcBhary habits of thinking, 
and thus assisting the Reader to approach to that 
perturbed and dizzy state of mind in which if he' 
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does not £nd himself, he imagines that he is balked 
of a peculiar enjoyment which poetry can^ an4 
ought to bestow. 

The sonnet which I have quoted from Gray, in 
the Preface^ except the lines printed in Italics^ 
consistftof little else but this diction, though not 
of the worst kind ; and indeed, if I may be per- 
mitted to say so> it is far too common in the best 
writers, both antient and modem. Perhaps I can 
in no way^ by positive example^ more easily give 
my Reader a notion of what I mean by the phrase 
poetic dictum than by referring hhn to a comparison 
between the metrical paraphrases which we have 
of passages in the old and new Testament, and 
those passages as they eidst in our common Trans- 
lati6n. See Pope's '^ Messiah" throughout, Prior*s 
'* Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue," 
ico» &c. " Though I speak with the Coegues of 
jcnen and of angels^" i^Q, &c»' See 1st Corinthiap« 
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Chapter 13th. By way of immediate example^ 
take the foilowiBg of Dr. Johnson. 

Tom on the prudent Ant thy heedless eyes. 
Observe her Ubours, Sluggard, and be wise} 
No stern command, no monitory voice. 
Prescribes her duties, or directs her choice ; 
Yet timely provident she hastes away, 
To snatch the blessings of a plenteous day; 
When fruitful Summer loads the teeming plain. 
She crops the harvest and she stores the grain. 
How long shall sloth usurp thy useless hours. 
Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy powers ? 
While artful shades thy downy couch enclose, 
Aud soft solicitation courts repose. 
Amidst the drowsy charms of dull delight. 
Year chases year with unremitted flight. 
Till want now following, fraudulent and slow. 
Shall spring to seize 'thee, like an ambushed foe.'* 



Wtoai this hubbub of words pass to the originals 
'' Go to tb^ Ant, thou Skiggard, consider her way s> 
and be wise : which having no guide^ overseer^ 
4>r nder^ providetb her meat in the suomier, and 
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gathereth her food in the harvest. How long wilt 
thoa sleep^ O Sluggard ? when wilt thou ari<e out 
of thy sleep ? Yet a little sleep^ a little slumber^ a 
little folfUng of the hands to sleep. So shall thy 
poverty come as one that travaileth^ and thy want 
as an armed man.'* Proverbs^ chap. 6th, 

One more quotation and I have done. It is from 
Cowper*s verses supposed to be written by Alex^ 
ander Selkirk. 

<< Religion ! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gold. 
Or all that this earth can afford. 
Bat the sound of the church-going bell 
These vaUeys and rocks never heard 
Ne*er sigfa'd at the sound of a knell^ 
Or smU*d when a; sabbath appeared. 

Ye wlnds^ that have made me your sport» 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I must visit no more. 
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My> Friends, do they now and theiv send j 

A wish or a thought after me ? | 

O tell me I yet have a friend *^ 

Though a friend I am never to see.*' ^ 



I have quoted this passage as an instance of tfarecr 
different styles of composition. , The first four lines 
are poorly expressed } some Critics would call the 
language prosaic \ the ^t is^ it would he bad 
prose^ so bad» that it is scarcely worse in me<- 
tre. The epithet " church-going" applied to a 
bell^ and that by so chaste a writer as Cowper^ is^ 
an instance of the strange abuses which Poets have 
introduced inta their language till they and their 
Readers take them as matters of course^ if they do 
not single them out expressly as objects of admi- 
ration. The two lines *' Ne'er sigh'd at the sounds** 
&c. are, in my opinion, an instance of the language 
of passion wirested from its proper use, and/ from 
the mere circumstance of the composition bdng in 
metre, applied upon an occasion that does notju<- 
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t\fy such violent expressions^ anJI should condemn 
the passage^ though perhaps few Readers will agree 
with me, as vicious poetic diction. Tlie last stanza 
is throughout admirably expressed: it would be 
equally good whether in prose or verse, except that 
the Reader has an exquisite pleasure in seeing such 
natural language so naturally connected with me- 
tre. The beauty of this stanza tempts me here to 
add a sentiment which ought to be the pervading 
spirit of a system, detached parts of which have 
been imperfectiy expkuned in the Pre&ce, namely, 
that in proportion as ideas and feelings are va- 
luable, whether the composition be in prose or in 
verse, they require and exact one and the same 
language. 
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NOTES TO TBB POBM or THE BROTHERS. 

NOTB I. 

Pftge 26— -line sO *' There weietwo sprifigs which bubbled 
side by side." The impressive circumstance here described^ 
actually took place some years ago in this country, upon an 
eminence called Kidstow Pike, one of the^ highest of. the 
mountains that surround Hawes-water* The summit of the 
pike was stricken by lightning ; and every trace of one of the 
fountains disappeared, while the other continued to flow as 
before. • ' . 



NOTS II. 

Pftge 30— line 5 <* The thought of death sits easy 00 the 
man/'&c. There is not any thing mtre worthy of remark 
in the manners of the mhabitants of these DtonntaifUy thaq 
the .tranquillity, I might say indiflbxence, with which they 
think and talk upon the subject of death. Some of the coun- 
try church-yards, as here described, do not contam a single 
tomb-stone, and most of them baiveavery small nmnber* 
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N&tUB TO rm POEM 6f MICHAEL. 



NOTB t. 



I^d94— Usee, «< There's ]ticfa8i«dBatemB]i,"&e« The 
slofjrtUiidediohereiswdl known m the country. Theclin^ 
fd if called Ingi Cbapd ; and is on tbe i^t hand sid» of 
the road kading fiom Kendal to Anldende. 



NOTE XI. 

Page 937— line l &• '' haddesign'd tobuildasheep. 

fold," &c. It may be proper to inform some readers, that a 
sheep-fold in these mountains is an unroofed building of 
stone walls, with different divisions. It is generally placed 
Mf the side of a brook, fax the eonTeniente of waahing Aie 
ahi^ ; bnt it is alsonsefhl as-asheHcr iot thtca, and as a 
fimit to dfife tiieni into, to enable thejihepfaefds conveni. 
eolly to single out Me «r moie for may particular porpose. 
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